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ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 


CHAPTER 


Late one brilliant April afternoon Professor 
Lucius Wilson stood at the head of Chestnut 
Street, looking about him with the pleased 
_ air of a man of taste who does not very often 
eet to Boston. He had lived there as a 
student, but for twenty years and more, 
since he had been Professor of Philosophy 
in a Western university, he had seldom 
come East except to take a steamer for some 
foreign port. Wilson was standing quite 
still, contemplating with a whimsical smile 
the slanting street, with its worn paving, its 
irregular, gravely-coloured houses, and the 
row of naked trees on which the thin sun- 
light was still shining. The gleam of the 
river at the foot of the hill made him blink 
a little, not so much because it was too 
bright as because he found it so pleasant. 
B 
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The few passers-by glanced at him un- 
concernedly, and even the children who 
hurried along with their school-bags under 
their arms seemed to find it perfectly natural 
that a tall brown gentleman should be 
standing there, looking up through his 
glasses at the gray housetops. 

The sun sank rapidly; the silvery light 
had faded from the bare boughs and the 
watery twilight was setting in when Wilson 
at last walked down the hill, descending 
into cooler and cooler depths of grayish 
shadow. His nostril, long unused to it, 
was quick to detect the smell of wood smoke 
in the air, blended with the odour of moist 
spring earth and the saltiness that came up 
the river with the tide. He crossed Charles 
Street between jangling street cars and 
lumbering drays, and after a moment of 
uncertainty wound into Brimmer Street. 
The street was quiet, deserted, and hung 
with a thin bluish haze. He had already 
fixed his sharp eye upon the house which 
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he reasoned should be his objective point, 
when he noticed a woman approaching 
rapidly from the opposite direction. Always 
an interested observer of women, Wilson 
would have slackened his pace anywhere to 
follow this one with his impersonal, appre- 
ciative glance. She was a _ person of 
distinction he saw at once, and, moreover, 
very handsome. She was tall, carried her 
beautiful head proudly, and moved with 
ease and certainty. One immediately took 
for granted the costly privileges and fine 
spaces that must lie in the background 
from which such a figure could emerge 
with this rapid and graceful gait. Wilson 
noted her dress, too,—-for, in his way, he 
had an eye for such things,—particularly 
her brown furs and her hat. He got a 
blurred impression of her fine colour, the 
violets she wore, her white gloves, and, 
curiously enough, of her veil, as she turned 
up a flight of steps in front of him and 
disappeared. 
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Wilson was able to enjoy lovely things 
that passed him on the wing as completely 
and deliberately as if they had been dug-up 
marvels, long anticipated, and definitely 
fixed at the end of a railway journey. For 
a few pleasurable seconds he quite forgot 
where he was going, and only after the 
door had closed behind her did he realise 
that the young woman had entered the 
house to which he had directed his luggage 
from the South Station that morning. He 
hesitated a moment before mounting the 
steps; “° Can that,” hes murmured. in 
amazement,—“ can that possibly have been 
Mrs. Alexander ?” 

When the servant admitted him, Mrs. 
Alexander was still standing in the hall. 
She heard him give his name, and came 
forward holding out her hand. 

“Is it you, indeed, Professor Wilson ? 
I was afraid that you might get here before 
I did. I was detained at a concert, and 
Bartley telephoned that he would be late. 
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Thomas will show you your room. Had you 
rather have your tea brought to you there, 
or will you have it down here with me, 
while we wait for Bartley ?” 

Wilson was pleased to find that he had 
been the cause of her rapid walk, and with 
her he was even more vastly pleased than 
before. He followed her through the 
drawing-room into the library, where the 
wide back windows looked out upon the 
garden and the sunset and a fine stretch of 
silver-coloured river. A harp-shaped elm 
stood stripped against the pale-coloured 
evening sky, with ragged last year’s birds’ 
nests in its forks, and through the bare 
branches the evening star quivered in the 
misty air. The long brown room breathed 
the peace of a rich and amply guar led 
quiet. Tea was brought in immediately 
and placed in front of the wood fire. Mrs. 
Alexander sat down in a high-backed chair 
and began to pour it out, while Wilson sank 
into a low seat opposite her and took his cup 
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with a great sense of ease and harmony and 
comfort. 

“You have had a long journey, haven't 
you?” Mrs. Alexander asked, after showing 
gracious concern about his tea. “And 1 
am so sorry Bartley is late. He’s often tired 
when he’s late. He flatters himself that it is 
a little on his account that you have come to 
this Congress of Psychologists.” 

“Tt is,” Wilson assented, selecting his 
muffin carefully ; “and I hope he won’t be 
tired to-night. But, on my own account, 
I’m glad to have a few moments alone with 
you, before Bartley comes. I was somehow 
afraid that my knowing him so well would 
not put me in the way of getting to know 
you 3 
“That’s very nice of you.” She nodded 
at him above her cup and smiled, but there 
was a little formal tightness in her tone which 
had not been there when she greeted him in 
the’ hall. %> 


Wilson leaned forward. ‘Have I sad. 
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something awkward? I live very far out of 
the world, you know. But I didn’t mean 
that you would exactly fade dim, even if 
Bartley were here.” 

Mrs. Alexander laughed relentingly. “Oh, 
I’m not so vain! How terribly discerning 
you are.” 

She looked straight at Wilson, and he felt 
that this quick, frank glance brought about 
an understanding between them. 

He liked everything about her, he told 
himself, but he particularly liked her eyes ; 
when she looked at one directly for a 
moment they were like a glimpse of fine 
windy sky that may bring all sorts of 
weather. 

“Since you noticed something,” Mrs. 
Alexander went on, “it must have been a 
flash of the distrust I have come to feel 
whenever I meet any of the people who 
knew Bartley when he was a boy. It is 


_ always as if they were talking of some one 


I had never met. Really, Professor Wilson, 
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it would seem that he grew up amongst the 
strangest people. They usually say that he 
has turned out very well, or remark that 
he always was a fine fellow. I never know 
what reply to make.” 

Wilson chuckled and leaned back in his 
chair, shaking his left foot gently. “I 
expect the fact is that we none of us 
knew him very well, Mrs. Alexander. 
Though I will say for myself that I was 
always confident he’d do something extra- 
ordinary.” 

Mrs. Alexander’s shoulders gave a slight 
movement, suggestive of impatience. ‘Oh, 
I should think that might have been a safe 
prediction, Another cup, please ?” 

“Yes, thank you. But predicting, in the 
case of boys, is not so easy as you might 
imagine, Mrs. Alexander. Some get a bad 
hurt early and lose their courage ; and some 
never get a fair wind. Bartley”? —he 
dropped his chin on the back of his long 
hand and looked at her admiringly — 
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“Bartley caught the wind early, and it has 
sung in his sails ever since.” 

Mrs. Alexander sat looking into the fire 
with intent preoccupation, and Wilson 
studied her half-averted face. He liked 
the suggestion of stormy possibilities in 
the proud curve of her lip and nostril. 
Without that, he reflected, she would be 
too cold. 

**T should like to know what he was really 
like when he was a boy. I don't believe he 
remembers,’”’ she said suddenly. ‘ Won't 
you smoke, Mr. Wilson ?” 

Wilson lit a cigarette. ‘No, I don’t 
suppose he does. He was never introspec- 
tive. He was simply the most tremendous 
response to stimuli I have ever known. 
We didn’t know exactly what to do with 
him.” 

A servant came in and noiselessly re- 
moved the tea-tray. Mrs. Alexander 
screened her face from the firelight, which 
was beginning to throw wavering bright 
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spots on her dress and hair as the dusk 
deepened. 

“Of course,” she said, “I now and again 
hear stories about things that happened when 
he was in college,” 

“But that isn’t what you want.” Wilson 
wrinkled his brows and looked at her with 
the smiling familiarity that had come about 
so quickly. ‘ What you want is a picture 
of him, standing back there at the other end 
of twenty years. You want to look down 
through my memory.” 

She dropped her hands in her lap. “ Yes, 
yes ; that’s exactly what I want.” 

At this moment they heard the front door 
shut with a jar, and Wilson laughed as 
Mrs. Alexander rose quickly. ‘There he 
is. Away with perspective! No past, no 
future for Bartley ; just the fiery moment. 
The only moment that ever was or will be in 
the world!” 

The door from the hall opened, a voice 
called “Winifred?” hurriedly, and a big 
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“ Alexander switched on the lights and stood in the archway, glowing 
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with strength and cordiality. 


Page 12 
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man came through the drawing-room with a 
quick, heavy tread, bringing with him a 
smell of cigar smoke and chill out-of-doors 
air. When Alexander reached the library 
door, he switched on the lights and stood 
six feet and more in the archway, glowing 
with strength and cordiality and rugged, 
blond good looks. There were other bridge- 
builders in the world, certainly, but it was 
always Alexander’s picture that the Sunday 
Supplement men wanted, because he looked as 
a tamer of rivers ought to look. Under his 
tumbled sandy hair his head seemed as hard 
and powerful as a catapult, and his shoulders 
looked strong enough in themselves to 
support a span of any one of his ten great 
bridges that cut the air above as many 
rivers. 


After dinner Alexander took Wilson up to 
his study. It was a large room over the 
library, and looked out upon the black river 
and the row of white lights along the 
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Cambridge Embankment. The room was 
not at all what one might expect of an 
engineer’s study. Wilson felt at once the 
harmony of beautiful things that have lived 
long together without obtrusions of ugliness 
or change. It was none of Alexander's 
doing, of course; those warm consonances 
of colour had been blending and mellowing 
before he was born. But the wonder was 
that he was not out of place there,—that it 
all seemed to glow like the inevitable back- 
ground for his vigour and vehemence. He 
sat before the fire, his shoulders deep in the 
cushions of his chair, his powerful head 
upright, his hair rumpled above his broad 
forehead. He sat heavily, a cigar in his 
large, smooth hand, a flush of after-dinner 
colour in his face, which wind and sun and 
exposure to all sorts of weather had left fair 
and clear-skinned. 

“You are off for England on Saturday, 
Bartley, Mrs. Alexander tells me.” 

“Yes, for a few weeks only. There’s a 
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meeting of British engineers, and I’m doing 
another bridge in Canada, you know.” 

“Oh, everyone knows about that. And 
it was in Canada that you met your wife, 
wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, at Allway. She was visiting her 
great-aunt there. A most remarkable old 
lady. I was working with MacKeller then, 
an old Scotch engineer who had picked me 
up in London and taken me back to Quebec 
with him. He had the contract for the 
Allway Bridge, but before he began work on 
it he found out that he was going to die, _ 
and he advised the committee to turn the — 
job over to me. Otherwise I’d never have 
got anything good so early. MacKeller was 
an old friend of Mrs. Pemberton, Winifred’s 
aunt. He had mentioned me to her, so 
when I went to Allway she asked me to 
come to see her. She was a wonderful old 
lady.” 

“ Like her niece ?” Wilson queried. 

Bartley laughed. ‘‘She had been very 
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handsome, but not in Winifred’s way. When 
I knew her she was little and fragile, very 
pink and white, with a splendid head and a 
face like fine old lace, somehow,—but per- 
haps I always think of that because she wore 
a lace scarf on her hair. She had such a 
flavour of life about her. She had known 
Gordon and Livingstone and Beaconsfield 
when she was young—every one. She was 
the first woman of that sort I'd ever known. 
You know how it is in the West—old people 
are poked out of the way. Aunt Eleanor 
fascinated me as few young women have ever 
done. I used to go up from the works to 
have tea with her, and sit talking to her for 
hours, It was very stimulating, for she 
couldn’t tolerate stupidity.” 

“Tt must have been then that your luck 
began, Bartley,” said Wilson, flicking his 
cigar ash with his long finger. ‘It’s curious, 
watching boys,” he went on reflectively. “I’m 
sure I did you justice in the matter of ability. 
Yet I always used to feel that there was a 
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weak spot where some day strain would tell. 
Even after you began to climb, I stood 
down in the crowd and watched you. with— 
well, not with confidence, The more dazzling 
the front you presented, the higher your 
facade rose, the more I expected to see a big 
crack zigzagging from top to bottom,’’—he 
indicated its course in the air with his fore- 
finger,—“then acrash and clouds of dust. It 
was curious. I had such a clear. picture of 
it. And another curious thing, Bartley,” 
Wilson spoke with deliberateness and settled 
deeper into his chair, “is that I don’t feel 
it any longer. I am sure of you.” 

Alexander laughed. ‘ Nonsense! It’s not 
I you feel sure of; it’s Winifred. People 
often make that mistake.” 

“No, I’m serious, Alexander. You’ve 
changed. You have decided to leave some 
birds in the bushes. You used to want 
them all.” 

Alexander’s chair creaked. ‘I still want 
a good many,” he said rather gloomily. 


x 
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“After all, life doesn’t offer a man much. 
You work like the devil and think you're 
getting on, and suddenly you discover that 
you’ve only been getting yourself tied up. 
A million details drink you dry. Your life 
keeps going for things you don’t want, and 
all the while you are being built alive into a 
social structure you don’t care a rap about. 
I sometimes wonder what sort of chap I'd 
have been if I hadn’t been this sort. I want 
to go and live out his potentialities, too. I 
haven’t forgotten that there are birds in the 
bushes.” 

Bartley stopped and sat frowning into the» 
fire, his shoulders thrust forward as if he were 
about to spring at something. Wilson 
watched him, wondering. His old pupil 
always stimulated him at first, and then vastly 
wearied him. The machinery was always 
pounding away in this man, and Wilson pre- 
ferred companions of a more reflective habit 
of mind, He could not help feeling that 
there were unreasoning and unreasonable 
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activities going on in Alexander all the while; 
that even after dinner, when most men achieve 
a decent impersonality, Bartley had merely 
closed the door of the engine-room and come 
up for an airing. The machinery itself was 
still pounding on. 

Bartley’s abstraction and Wilson’s reflec- 
tions were cut short by a rustle at the door, 

and almost before they could rise Mrs. 
Alexander was standing by the_ hearth. 
Alexander brought a chair for her, but she 
shook her head. 

© No, dear, thank you. I only came in to 
see whether you and Professor Wilson were 
quite comfortable. Iam going down to the 
music room,” 

“Why not practise here? Wilson and I 
are growing very dull. We are tired of 
talk.” 

“ Yes, I beg you, Mrs. Alexander,” Wil- 
son began, but he got no further. 

“Why, certainly, if you won’t find me too 
noisy. I am working on the Schumann 

Cc 
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‘Carnival,’ and, though I don’t practise a 
great many hours, I am very methodical,” 
Mrs, Alexander explained, as she crossed to 
an upright piano that stood at the back of 
the room, near the windows. 

Wilson followed, and, having seen her 
seated, dropped into a chair behind her. She 
played brilliantly and with great musical 
feeling. Wilson could not imagine her per- 
mitting herself to do anything badly, but he 
was surprised at the cleanness of her execution. 
He wondered how a woman with so many 
duties had managed to keep herself up to a 
standard really professional. It must take a 
great deal of time, certainly, and Bartley must 
take a great deal of time. Wilson reflected that 
he had never before known a woman who had 
been able, for any considerable while, to 
support both a personal and an intellectual 
passion, Sitting behind her, he watched her 
with perplexed admiration, shading his eyes 
with his hand. In her dinner dress she 
looked even younger than in her outdoor 
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clothes, and for all her composure and self- 
sufficiency, she seemed to him strangely alert 
and vibrating, as if in her, too, there were 
something never altogether at rest. He felt 
that he knew pretty much what she demanded 
in people and what she demanded from life, 
and he wondered how she squared Bartley. 
After ten years she must know him ; and, 
however one took him, however much one 
admired him, one had to admit that he simply 
wouldn’t square. He was a natural force, 
certainly, but beyond that, Wilson felt, he 
was not anything very really or for very long 
at a time. 

Wilson glanced toward the fire, where 
Bartley’s profile was still wreathed in cigar 
smoke that curled up more and more slowly. 
His shoulders were sunk deep in the cushions 
and one hand hung large and passive over 
the arm of his chair. He had slipped on a 
purple velvet smoking-coat. His wife, 
Wilson surmised, had chosen it. She was 
clearly very proud of his good looks and his 
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fine colour. But, with the glow of an imme- 
diate interest gone out of it, the engineer’s 
face looked tired, even a little haggard. The 
three lines in his forehead, directly above the 
nose, deepened as he sat thinking, and his 
powerful head drooped forward heavily. 
Although Alexander was only forty-three, 
Wilson thought that beneath his vigorous 
colour he detected the dulling weariness of 
on-coming middle age. 


The next afternoon, at the hour when the 
river was beginning to redden under the 
declining sun, Wilson again found himself 
facing Mrs. Alexander at the tea-table in the 
library. 

“Well,” he remarked, when he was bidden 
to give an account of himself, “there was 
a long morning with the psychologists, 
luncheon with Bartley at his club, more 
psychologists, and here I am. I’ve looked 
forward to this hour all day.” 

Mrs, Alexander smiled at him across the 
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vapour from the kettle. ‘And do you re- 
member where we stopped yesterday ?”’ 

“Perfectly. I was going to show you a 
picture. But 1 doubt whether I have colour 
enough in me. Bartley makes me feel a 
faded monochrome. You can’t get at the 
young Bartley except by means of colour.” 
Wilson paused and deliberated. Suddenly 
he broke out: ‘“‘ He wasn’t a remarkable 
student, you know, though he was always 
strong in higher mathematics. His work in 
my own department was quite ordinary. It 
was as a powerfully equipped nature that I 
found him interesting. That is the most 
interesting thing a teacher can find. It has 
the fascination of a scientific discovery. We 
come across other pleasing and endearing 
qualities so much oftener than we find force.” 

“And, after all,’ said Mrs. Alexander, 
“that is the thing we all live upon. It is 
the thing that takes us forward.” 

Wilson thought she spoke a little wistfully. 
“ Exactly,” he assented warmly. ‘It builds 
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the bridges into the future, over which the 
feet of every one of us will go.” 

“ How interested I am to hear you put it 
in that way. The bridges into the future— 
I often say that to myself. Bartley’s bridges 
always seem to me like that. Have you ever 
seen his first suspension bridge in Canada, 
the one he was doing when I first knew him ? 
I hope you will see it sometime. We were 
married as soon as it was finished, and you 
will laugh when I tell you that it always has 
arather bridal look to me. It is over the 
wildest river, with mists and clouds always 
battling about it, and it is as delicate as a 
cobweb hanging in the sky. It really was a 
bridge into the future. You have only to 
look at it to feel that it meant the beginning 
of a great career. But I have a photograph 
of ithere.” She drew a portfolio from behind 
a bookcase. “And there, you see, on the 
hill, is my aunt’s house.” 

Wilson took up the photograph. “ Bartley 
was telling me something about your aunt 
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last night. She must have been a delightful 
person.” 

Winifred laughed. ‘The bridge, you see, 
was just at the foot of the hill, and the noise 
of the engines annoyed her very much at 
first. But after she met Bartley she pretended 
to like it, and said it was a good thing to be 
reminded that there were things going on in 
the world. She loved life, and Bartley 
brought a great deal of it in to her when he 
came to the house. Aunt Eleanor was very 
worldly in a frank, early-Victorian manner. 
She liked men of action, and disliked young 
men who were careful of themselves and who, 
as she put it, were always trimming their wick 
as if they were afraid of their oil’s giving out. 
MacKeller, Bartley’s first chief, was an old 
friend of my aunt, and he told her that 
Bartley was a wild, ill-governed youth, which 
really pleased her very much. I remember 
we were sitting alone in the dusk after Bartley 
had been there for the first time. I knew 
that Aunt Eleanor had found him much to 
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her taste, but she hadn’t said anything. 
Presently she came out, with a chuckle: 
‘MacKeller found him sowing wild oats in 
London, I believe. I hope he didn’t stop 
him too soon. Life coquets with dashing 
fellows. The coming men are always like 
that. We must have him to dinner, my 
dear.” And we did. She grew much fonder 
of Bartley than she was of me. I had been 
studying in Vienna, and she thought that 
absurd. She was interested in the army and 
in politics, and she had a great contempt for 
music and art and philosophy. She used to 
declare that the Prince Consort had brought 
all that stuff over out of Germany. She 
always sniffed when Bartley asked me to play 
for him. She considered that a new-fangled 
way of making a match of it.” 

When Alexander came in a few moments 
later, he found Wilson and his wife still con- 
fronting the photograph. ‘Oh, let us get 
that out of the way,” he said, laughing. 
“Winifred, Thomas can bring my trunk 
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down. I’ve decided to go over to New York 
to-morrow night and take a fast boat, I 
shall save two days.” 


CHAPPER II 


On the night of his arrival in London, 
Alexander went immediately to the hotel on 
the Embankment at which he always stopped, 
and in the lobby he was accosted by an old 
acquaintance, Maurice Mainhall, who fell 
upon him with effusive cordiality and indi- 
cated a willingness to dine with him. Bartley 
never dined alone if he could help it, and 
Mainhall was a good gossip who always knew 
what had been going on in town ;_ especially 
he knew everything that was not printed in 
the newspapers. The nephew of one of the 
standard Victorian novelists, Mainhall bobbed 
about among the various literary cliques of 
London and its outlying suburbs, careful to 
lose touch with none of them. He had 
written a number of books himself ; among 
them a “ History of Dancing,” a ‘“ History 
of Costume,” a ‘Key to Shakespeare’s 
Sonnets,” a study of “The Poetry of Ernest 
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Dowson,” etc. Although Mainhall’s enthu- 
siasm was often tiresome, and although he was 
often unable to distinguish between facts and 
vivid figments of his imagination, his imper- 
turbable good nature overcame even the 
people whom he bored most, so that they 
ended by becoming, in a reluctant manner, 
his friends. In appearance, Mainhall was 
astonishingly like the conventional stage- 
Englishman of American drama: tall and 
thin, with high shoulders and a small head 
glistening with closely-brushed yellow hair. 
He spoke with an extreme Oxford accent, 
and when he was talking well, his face some- 
times wore the rapt expression of a very 
emotional man listening to music. Mainhall 
liked Alexander because he was an engineer. 
He had preconceived ideas about everything, 
and his idea about Americans was that they 
should be engineers or mechanics. He hated 
them when they presumed to be anything 
else. 


While they sat at dinner Mainhall ac- 
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quainted Bartley with the fortunes of his old 
friends in London, and as they left the table 
he proposed that they should go to see Hugh 
MacConnell’s new comedy, “ Bog Lights.” 

“It’s really quite the best thing Mac- 
Connell’s done,” he explained as they got 
into a hansom. “It’s tremendously well put 
on, too. Florence Merrill and Cyril Hen- 
derson. But Hilda Burgoyne’s the hit of 
_ the piece. Hugh’s written a delightful part 
for her, and she’s quite inexpressible. It’s 
been on only two weeks, and I’ve been half 
a dozen times already. I happen to have 
MacConnell’s box for to-night, or there’d be 
no chance of our getting places. ‘There’s 
everything in seeing Hilda while she’s fresh 
in a part. She’s apt to grow a bit stale after 
a time. The ones who have any imagina- 
tion do.” 

“ Hilda Burgoyne |” Alexander exclaimed 
mildly. ‘Why, I haven’t heard of her for 
—years.” 


Mainhall laughed. “ Then you can’t have 
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heard much at all, my dear Alexander. It’s 
only lately, since MacConnell and his set 
have got hold of her, that she’s come up. 
Myself, I always knew she had it in her. If 
we had one real critic in London—but what 
can one expect? Do you know, Alexander,” 
—DMainhall looked with perplexity up into 
the top of the hansom and rubbed his pink 
cheek with his gloved finger,—“do you 
know, I sometimes think of taking to criti- 
cism seriously myself. In a way, it would be 
a sacrifice ; but, dear me, we do need some 
one.” 

Just then they drove up to the Duke of 
York’s, so Alexander did not commit himself, 
but followed Mainhall into the theatre. 
When they entered the stage-box on the left 
the first act was well under way, the scene 
being the interior of a cabin in the south of 
Ireland. As they sat down, a burst of ap- 
plause drew Alexander’s attention to the 
stage. Miss Burgoyne and her donkey were 
thrusting their heads in at the half door, 
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“Satter all,” -he-- reflected, “there's small 
probability of her recognising me. She 
doubtless hasn’t thought of me for years.” 
He felt the enthusiasm of the house at once. 
and in a few moments he was caught up by 
the current of MacConnell’s irresistible 
comedy. The audience had come forewarned 
evidently, and whenever the ragged slip of a 
donkey-girl ran upon the stage there was a 
deep murmur of approbation, every one 
smiled and glowed, and Mainhall hitched his 
heavy chair a little nearer the brass railing. 

“ You seé,”” he murmured in Alexander’s 
ear, as the curtain fell on the first act, ‘“‘ one 
almost never sees a part like that done 
without smartness or mawkishness. Of 
course, Hilda is Irish—the Burgoynes have 
been stage people for generations—and she 
has the Irish voice. It’s delightful to hear it 
in a London theatre. That laugh, now, 
when she doubles over at the hips—who ever 
heard it out of Galway ? She saves her hand 
too, *She's: at. her bestsin the: second, act. 
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She’s really MacConnell’s poetic motif, you 
see ; makes the whole thing a fairy tale.” 
The second act opened before Philly 
Doyle’s underground still, with Peggy and 
her battered donkey come in to smuggle a 
load of potheen across the bog, and to bring 
Philly word of what was doing in the world 
without, and of what was happening along 
the roadsides and ditches with the first gleam 
of fine weather. Alexander, annoyed by 
Mainhall’s sighs and exclamations, watched 
her with keen, half-sceptical interest. As 
Mainhall had said, she was the second act ; 
the plot and feeling alike depended upon her 
lightness of foot, her lightness of touch, upon 
the shrewdness and deft fancifulness that 
played alternately, and sometimes together, 
in her mirthful brown eyes. When she 
began to dance, by way of showing the gos- 
soons what she had seen in the fairy rings at 
night, the house broke into a prolonged 
uproar. After her dance she withdrew from 
the dialogue and retreated to the ditch wall 
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back of Philly’s burrow, where she sat 
singing “The Rising of the Moon” and 
making a wreath of primroses for her 
donkey. 

When the act was over Alexander and 
Mainhall strolled out into the corridor, They 
met a good many acquaintances, Mainhall, 
indeed, knew almost everyone, and he babbled 
on incontinently, screwing his small head 
about over his high collar. Presently he 
hailed a tall, bearded man, grim-browed and 
rather battered-looking, who had his opera 
coat on his arm and his hat in his hand, and 
who seemed to be on the point of leaving the 
theatre. 

“ MacConnell, let me introduce Mr, 
Bartley Alexander. I say! It’s going fa- 
mously to-night, Mac. And what an 
audience! You'll never do anything like 
this again, mark me. A man writes to the 
top of his bent only once.” 

The playwright gave Mainhall a curious 
look out of his deep-set faded eyes and made 
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a wry face. ‘ And have I done anything so 
foolish as that now ?”’ he asked. 

“That’s what I was saying.” Mainhall 
lounged a little nearer and dropped into a 
tone even more conspicuously confidential. 
‘And you'll never bring Hilda out like this 
again. Dear me, Mac, the girl couldn’t 
possibly be better, you know.” 

MacConnell grunted. ‘She'll do well 
enough if she keeps her pace and doesn’t go 
off on us in the middle of the season, as she’s 
more than likely to do,” 

He nodded curtly and made for the door, 
dodging acquaintances as he went. 

* Poor old Hugh,” Mainhall murmured. 
*‘ He’s hit terribly hard. He’s been wanting 
to marry Hilda these three years and more. 
She doesn’t take up with anybody, you know. 
Irene Burgoyne, one of her family, told me 
in confidence that there was a romance some- 
where back in the beginning. One of your 
countrymen, Alexander, by the way; an 
American student whom she met in Paris, I 
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believe. I dare say it’s quite true that there’s 
never been any one else.’”’ Mainhall vouched 
for her constancy with a loftiness that made 
Alexander smile, even while a kind of rapid 
excitement wastingling through him. Blinking 
up at the lights, Mainhall added in his luxu- 
rious worldly way : ‘ She’s an elegant little 
person, and quite capable of an extravagant 
bit of sentiment like that. Here comes Sir 
Harry Towne. He’s another who’s awfully 
keen about her. Let me introduce you. Sir 
Harry Towne, Mr. Bartley Alexander, the 
American engineer,” 

Sir Harry Towne bowed and said that 
he had met Mr. Alexander and his wife in 
Tokyo. 

Mainhall cut in impatiently. 

“ T say, Sir Harry, the little girl’s going 
famously to-night, isn’t she ?”’ 

Sir Harry wrinkled his brows judiciously. 
“Do you know, I thought the dance a bit 
conscious to-night, for the first time. The 
fact is, she’s feeling rather seedy, poor child, 
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Westmere and I were back after the first act, 
and we thought she seemed quite uncertain 
of herself. A little attack of nerves, possibly.” 

He bowed as the warning bell rang, and 
Mainhall whispered: ‘© You know Lord 
Westmere, of course,—the stooped man with 
the long gray moustache, talking to Lady 
Dowle. Lady Westmere is very fond of 
Hilda.” 

When they reached their box the house 
was darkened and the orchestra was playing 
“ The Cloak of Old Gaul.” In a moment 
Peggy was on the stage again, and Alexander 
applauded vigorously with the rest. He 
even leaned forward over the rail a little. 
For some reason he felt pleased and flattered 
by the enthusiasm of the audience. In the 
half-light he looked about at the stalls and 
boxes and smiled a little consciously, recalling 
with amusement Sir Harry’s judicial frown. 
He was beginning to feel a keen interest in 
the slender, barefoot donkey-girl who slipped 
in and out of the play, singing, like someone 
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winding through a hilly field. He leaned 
forward and beamed felicitations as warmly 
as Mainhall himself when, at the end of the 
play, she came again and again before the 
curtain, panting a little and flushed, her eyes 
dancing and her eager, nervous little mouth 
tremulous with excitement. 

When Alexander returned to his hotel— 
he shook off Mainhall at the door of the 
theatre—he had some supper brought up to 
his room, and it was late before he went to 
bed. He had not thought of Hilda 
Burgoyne for years; indeed, he had almost 
forgotten her. He had last written to her from 
Canada, after he first met Winifred, telling 
her that everything was changed with him— 
that he had met a woman whom he would 
marry if he could; if he could not, then all 
the more was everything changed for him. 
Hilda had never replied to his letter. He 
felt guilty and unhappy about her for a time, 
but after Winifred promised to marry him 
he really forgot Hilda altogether. When he 
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wrote to her that everything was changed for 
him, he was telling the truth. After he met 
Winifred Pemberton he seemed to himself 
like a different man. One night when he and 
Winifred were sitting together on the bridge, 
he told her that things had happened while 
he was studying abroad that he was sorry for, 
—one thing in particular,—and he asked her 
whether she thought she ought to know about 
them. She considered a moment and then 
said: “No, I think not, though I am glad 
you ask me. You see, one can’t be jealous 
about things in general ; but about particular, 
definite, personal things,”’—here she had 
thrown her hands up to his shoulders with a 
quick, impulsive gesture—“ oh, about those 
I should be very jealous. I should torture 
myself—I couldn’t help it.” After that it 
was easy to forget, actually to forget. He 
wondered to-night, as he poured out his wine, 
how many times he had thought of Hilda in 
the last ten years. He had been in London 
more or less, but he had never happened to 
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hear of her. ‘All the same,” he lifted his 
glass, “here’s to you, little Hilda. You've 
made things come your way, and_I never 
thought you’d do it.” 

““Of course,” he reflected, “she always 
- had that combination of something homely 
and sensible, and something utterly wild and 
crazy. But I never thought she’d do any- 
thing. She hadn’t much ambition then, and 
she was too fond of trifles. She must care 
about the theatre a great deal more than she 
used to. Perhaps she has me to thank for 
something, after all. Sometimes a little jolt 
like that does one good. She was a wild, 
generous little thing. I’m glad she’s held 
her own since. After all, we were awfully 
young. It was youth and poverty and 
proximity, and everything was young and 
kindly. Ishouldn’t wonder if she could 
laugh about it with me now. I shouldn’t 
wonder—But they’ve probably spoiled her, so 
that she’d be tiresome if one met her again.” 

Bartley smiled and yawned and went to bed. 


CHAPTER III 


Tue next evening Alexander dined alone at 
a club, and at about nine o’clock he dropped 
in at the Duke of York’s. The house was 
sold out and he stood through the second act. 
When he returned to his hotel he examined 
the new directory, and found Miss Burgoyne’s 
address still given as off Bedford Square, 
though at a new number. He remembered 
that, in so far as she had been brought 
up at all, she had been brought up in 
Bloomsbury. Her father and mother played 
in the provinces most of the year, and 
she was left a great deal in the care of an old 
aunt who was crippled by rheumatism and 
who had had to leave the stage altogether. 
In the days when Alexander knew her, Hilda 
always managed to have a lodging of some 
sort about Bedford Square, because she clung 
tenaciously to such scraps and shreds of 
memories as were connected with it. The 
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mummy room of the British Museum had 
been one of the chief delights of her child- 
hood. That forbidding pile was the goal of © 
her truant fancy, and she was sometimes 
taken there for a treat, as other children are 
taken to the theatre. It was long since 
Alexander had thought of any of these things, 
but now they came back to him quite fresh, 
and had a significance they did not have 
when they were first told him in his restless 
twenties. So she was still in the old neigh- 
bourhood, near Bedford Square. The new 
number probably meant increased prosperity. 
He hoped so. He would like to know that 
she was snugly settled. He looked at his 
watch. It was a quarter past ten ; she would 
not be home for a good two hours yet, and he 
might as well walk over and have a look at 
the place. He remembered the shortest way. 

It was a warm, smoky evening, and there 
was a grimy moon. He went through 
Covent Garden to Oxford Street, and as he 
turned into Museum Street he walked more 
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slowly, smiling at his own nervousness as he 
approached the sullen gray mass at the end. 
He had not been inside the Museum, actually, 
since he and Hilda used to meet there ; some- 
times to set out for gay adventures at 
Twickenham or Richmond, sometimes to 
linger about the place for a while and to 
ponder by Lord Elgin’s marbles upon the 
lastingness of some things, or, in the mummy 
room, upon the awful brevity of others. 
Since then Bartley had always thought of the 
British Museum as the ultimate repository of 
mortality, where all the dead things in the 
world were assembled to make one’s hour of 
youth the more precious. One trembled lest 
before he got out it might somehow escape 
him, lest he might drop the glass from over- 
eagerness and see it shivered on the stone 
floor at his feet.. How one hid his youth 
under his coat and hugged it! And how 
good it was to turn one’s back upon all that 
vaulted cold, to take Hilda’s arm and hurry 
out of the great door and down the steps 
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into the sunlight among the pigeons—to 
know that the warm and vital thing within 
him was still there and had not been snatched 
away to flush Cesar’s lean cheek or to feed 
the veins of some bearded Assyrian king. 
They in their day had carried the flaming 
liquor, but to-day was his! So the song 
used to run in his head those summer 
mornings a dozen years ago. Alexander 
walked by the place very quietly, as if he 
were afraid of waking some one. 

He crossed Bedford Square and found the 
number he was looking for. The house, a 
comfortable, well-kept place enough, was dark 
except for the four front windows on the 
second floor, where a low, even light was 
burning behind the white muslin sash cur- 
tains. Outside there were window boxes, 
painted white and full of flowers. Bartley 
was making a third round of the Square when 
he heard the far-flung hoof-beats of a hansom 
cab horse, driven rapidly. He looked at his 
watch, and was astonished to find that it was 
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a few minutes after twelve. He turned and 
walked back along the iron railing as the cab 
came up to Hilda’s number and stopped. 
The hansom must have been one 'that she 
employed regularly, for she did not stop to 
pay the driver. She stepped out quickly and 
lightly. He heard her cheerful ‘ Good- 
night, cabby,” as she ran up the steps and 
opened the door with a latchkey. Ina few 
moments the lights flared up brightly behind 
the white curtains, and as he walked-away he 
heard a window raised. But he had gone too 
far to look up without turning round. He 
went back to his hotel, feeling that he had 
had a good evening, and he slept well. 

For the next few days Alexander was very 
busy. He took a desk in the office of a 
Scotch engineering firm in Henrietta Street, 
and was at work almost constantly. He 
avoided the clubs and usually dined alone at 
his hotel. One afternoon, after he had tea, 
he started for a walk down the Embankment 
toward Westminster, intending to end his 
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stroll at Bedford Square and to ask whether 
Miss Burgoyne would let him take her to the 
theatre. But he did not go so far. When 
he reached the Abbey, he turned back and 
crossed Westminster Bridge and sat down 
to watch the trails of smoke behind the 
Houses of Parliament catch fire with the 
sunset. The slender towers were washed by 
a rain of golden light and licked by little 
flickering flames ; Somerset House and the 
bleached gray pinnacles about Whitehall were 
floated in a luminous haze. The yellow light 
poured through the trees and the leaves 
seemed to burn with soft fires. There was a 
smell of acacias in the air everywhere, and 
the laburnums were dripping gold over the 
walls of the gardens. It was a sweet, lonely 
kind of summer evening. Remembering 
Hilda as she used to be, was.doubtless more 
satisfactory than seeing her as she must be 
now—and, after all, Alexander asked himself, 
what was it but his own young years that he 
was remembering ? 
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He crossed back to Westminster, went up 
to the Temple, and sat down to smoke in the 
Middle Temple gardens, listening to the thin 
voice of the fountain and smelling the spice 
of the sycamores that came out heavily in the 
damp evening air. He thought, as he sat 
there, about a great many things ; about his 
own youth and Hilda’s ; above all, he thought 
of how glorious it had been, and how quickly 
it had passed ; and when it had passed, how 
little worth while anything was. None of the 
things he had gained in the least compensated, 
In the last six years his reputation had 
become, as the saying is, popular. Four years 
- ago he had been called to Japan to deliver, at 
the Emperor’s request, a course of lectures at 
the Imperial University, and had instituted 
reforms throughout the islands, not only in 
the practice of bridge-building, but in drainage 
and road-making, On his return he had 
undertaken the bridge at Moorlock, in 
Canada, the most important piece of bridge- 
building going on in the world—a test, 
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indeed, of how far the latest practice in 
bridge structure could be carried. It was a 
spectacular undertaking by reason of its very 
size, and Bartley realized that, whatever else 
he might do, he would probably always be 
known as the engineer who designed the 
great Moorlock Bridge, the longest cantilever 
in existence. Yet it was to him the least 
satisfactory thing he had ever done. He was 
cramped in every way by a niggardly com- 
mission, and was using lighter structural 
material than he thought proper. He had 
vexations enough, too, with his work at 
home. He had several bridges under way in 
the United States, and they were always being 
held up by strikes and delays resulting from 
a general industrial unrest. 

Though Alexander often told himself he 
had never put more into his work than he 
had done in the last few years, he had to 
admit that he had never got so little out of 
it. He was paying for success, too, in the 
demands made on his time by boards of civic 
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enterprise and committees of public welfare. 
The obligations imposed by his wife’s fortune 
and position were sometimes distracting to a 
man who followed his profession, and he was 
expected to be interested in a great many 
worthy endeavours on her account as well as 
on his own. His existence was becoming a 
network of great and little details. He had 
expected that success would bring him free- 
dom and power ; but it had brought only 
power that was in itself another kind of 
restraint. He had always meant to keep his 
personal liberty at all costs, as old MacKeller, 
his first chief, had done, and not, like so 
many American engineers, to become a part 
of a professional movement, a cautious board 
member, a Nestor de pontibus. He happened 
to be engaged in work of public utility, but 
he was not willing to become what is called a 
public man. He found himself living exactly 
the kind of life he had determined to escape. 
What, he asked himself, did he want with 
these genial honours and substantial comforts ? 
E 
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Hardships and difficulties he had carried 
lightly ; overwork had not exhausted him ; 
but this dead calm of middle life which con- 
fronted him—of that he was afraid. He was 
not ready for it. It was like being buried 
alive. In his youth he would not have 
believed such a thing possible. The one thing 
he had really wanted all his life was to be 
free ; and there was still something uncon- 
quered in him, something besides the strong 
work-horse that his profession had made of 
him. He felt rich to-night in the possession 
of that unstultified survival ; in the light of 
his experience, it was more precious than 
honours or achievement. In all those busy, 
successful years there had been nothing so 
good as this hour of wild light-heartedness. 
This feeling was the only happiness that was 
real to him, and such hours were the only 
ones in which he could feel his own continu- 
ous identity—feel the boy he had been in the 
rough days of the old West, feel the youth 
who had worked his way across the ocean on 
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a cattle-ship and gone to study in Paris 
without a dollar in his pocket. The man 
who sat in his offices in Boston was only a 
powerful machine. Under the activities of 
that machine the person who, at such 
moments as this, he felt to be himself, was 
fading and dying. He remembered how, 
when he was a little boy and his father called 
him in the morning, he used to leap from his 
bed into the full consciousness of himself. 
That consciousness was Life itself. What- 
ever took its place, action, reflection, the 
power of concentrated thought, were only 
functions of a mechanism useful to society ; 
things that could be bought in the market. 
There was only one thing that had an 
absolute value for each individual, and it 
was just that original impulse, that internal 
heat, that feeling of one’s self in one’s 
own breast. 

When Alexander walked back to his hotel, 
the red and green lights were blinking along 
the docks on the farther shore, and the soft 
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white stars were shining in the wide sky 
above the river. 

The next night, and the next, Alexander 
repeated this same foolish performance. It 
was always Miss Burgoyne whom he started 
out to find, and he got no farther than the 
Temple gardens and the Embankment. It 
was a pleasant kind of loneliness. To a 
man who was so little given to reflection, 
whose dreams always took the form of de- 
finite ideas, reaching into the future, there 
was a seductive excitement in renewing old 
experiences in imagination. He started out 
upon these walks half guiltily, with a curious 
longing and expectancy which were wholly 
gratified by solitude. Solitude, but not 
solitariness ; for he walked shoulder to 
shoulder with a shadowy companion—not 
little Hilda Burgoyne, by any means, but 
some one vastly dearer to him than she had 
ever been—his own young self, the youth 
who had waited for him upon the steps of 
the British Museum that night, and who, 
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though he had tried to pass so quietly, had 
known him and came down and linked an 
arm in his. 

It was not until long afterwards that 
Alexander learned that for him this youth 
was the most dangerous of companions. 


One Sunday evening, at Lady Walford’s, 
Alexander did at last meet Hilda Burgoyne. 
Mainhall had told him that she would probably 
be there. He looked about for her rather 
nervously, and finally found her at the farther 
end of the large drawing-room, the centre of 
a circle of men, young and old. She was 
apparently telling them a story. They were 
all laughing and bending toward her. When 
she saw Alexander, she rose quickly and put 
out her hand. The other men drew back a 
little to let him approach. 

“ Mr, Alexander ! I am delighted. Have 
you been in London long ?”’ 

Bartley bowed, somewhat laboriously, 
over her hand. “Long enough to have 
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seen you more than once. How fine it 
all is!” 

She laughed as if she were pleased. “I’m 
glad you think so. I like it. Won’t you 
ioin us here ?” 

“Miss Burgoyne was just telling us about a 
donkey-boy she had in Galway last summer,” 
Sir Harry Towne explained as the circle closed 
up again. Lord Westmere stroked his long 
white moustache with his bloodless hand and 
looked at Alexander blankly. Hilda was a 
good story-teller. She was sitting on the 
edge of her chair, as if she had alighted there 
for a moment only. Her primrose satin 
gown seemed like a soft sheath for her slender 
supple figure, and its delicate colour suited 
her white Irish skin and brown hair. What- 
ever she wore, people felt the charm of her 
active, girlish body with its slender hips and 
quick, eager shoulders. Alexander heard 
little of the story, but he watched Hilda 
intently. She must certainly, he reflected, 
be thirty, and he was honestly delighted to 
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see that the years had treated her so indul- 
gently. If her face had changed at all, it was 
in a slight hardening of the mouth—still 
eager enough to be very disconcerting at 
times, he felt—and in an added air of self- 
possession and self-reliance. She carried 
her head, too, a little more resolutely. 

When the story was finished, Miss 
Burgoyne turned pointedly to Alexander, 
and the other men drifted away. 

“IT thought I saw you in MacConnell’s 
box with Mainhall one evening, but I sup- 
posed you had left town before this.” 

She looked at him frankly and cordially, 
as if he were indeed merely an old friend 
whom she was glad to meet again. 

‘“‘ No, I’ve been mooning about here.” 

Hilda laughed gaily. ‘ Mooning! I see 
you mooning! You must be the busiest 
man in the world. ‘Time and success have 
done well by you, you know. You’re hand- 
somer than ever and you’ve gained a grand 
manner.” 
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Alexander blushed and bowed. ‘Time 
and success have been good friends to both 
of us. Aren’t you tremendously pleased 
with yourself ?” 

She laughed again and shrugged: her 
shoulders. ‘Oh, so-so. But I want to 
hear about you. Several years ago I read 
such a lot in the papers about the wonderful 
things you did in Japan, and how the 
Emperor decorated you. What was it, 
Commander of the Order of the Rising Sun ? 
That sounds like ‘The Mikado.’ And what 
about your new bridge—in Canada, isn’t it? 
and it’s to be the longest one in the world 
and has some queer name I can’t remember.” 

Bartley shook his head and smiled drolly. 
‘Since when have you been interested in 
bridges? Or have you learned to be in- 
terested in everything? And is that a part 
of success ?”? 

“Why how absurd! As if I were not 
always interested !” Hilda exclaimed. 

“¢ Well, I think we won’t talk about bridges 
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here, at any rate.” Bartley looked down at 
the toe of her yellow slipper which was tap- 
ping the rug impatiently under the hem of her 
gown. ‘But I wonder whether you'd think 
me impertinent if I asked you to let me come 
to see you sometime and tell you about 
them?” 

‘Why should Il? Ever so many people 
come on Sunday afternoons.” 

“1 know. Mainhall offered to take me. 
But you must know that I’ve been in London 
several times within the last few years, and 
you might very well think that just now is a 
rather inopportune time—”’ 

She cut him short. ‘ Nonsense. One of 
the pleasantest things about success is that it 
makes people want to look one up, if that’s 
what you mean. I’m like everyone else— 
more agreeable to meet when things are going 
well with me. Don’t you suppose it gives 
me any pleasure to do something that people 
like 2° 

“Does it? Oh, how fine it all is, your 
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coming on like this! But I didn’t want you 
to think it was because of that I wanted to 
see you.’ He spoke very seriously, and 
looked down at the floor. 

Hilda studied him in wide-eyed astonish- 
ment for a moment, and then broke into a 
low amused laugh. ‘“‘ My dear Mr. Alexander, 
you have strange delicacies. If you please, 
that is exactly why you wish to see me. We 
understand that, do we not ?” 

Bartley looked ruffled and turned the seal 
ring on his little finger about awkwardly. 

Hilda leaned back in her chair, watching 
him indulgently out of her shrewd eyes. 
‘““Come, don’t be angry, but don’t try to 
pose for me, or to be anything but what you 
are. If you care to come, it’s yourself I’ll be 
glad to see, and you thinking well of your- 
self. Don’t try to wear a cloak of humility ; 
it doesn’t become you. Stalk in as you are 
and don’t make excuses. I’m not accustomed 
to inquiring into the motives of my 
guests. That would hardly be safe, even 
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for Lady Walford, in a great house like 
this.” 

“Sunday afternoon, then,” said Alexander, 
as she rose to join her hostess, “ How early 
may I come?” 

“Tm at home after four, and I'll be glad 
to see you, Bartley.” 

She gave him her hand and flushed and 
laughed. He bent over it a little stiffly. She 
- went away on Lady Walford’s arm, and as he 
stood watching her yellow train glide down 
the long floor he looked rather sullen. He 
felt that he had not come out of it very 
brilliantly. 


CHAPTER IV 


On Sunday afternoon Alexander remembered 
Miss Burgoyne’s invitation and called at her 
flat. He found it a delightful little place 
and he met charming people there. Hilda 
lived alone, attended by a very pretty and 
competent French servant who answered the 
' door and brought in the tea. Alexander 
arrived early, and some twenty-odd people 
dropped in during the course of the afternoon, 
Hugh MacConnell came with his sister, and 
stood about, managing his tea-cup awkwardly 
and watching everyone out of his deep-set, 
faded eyes. He seemed to have made a 
resolute effort at tidiness of attire, and his 
sister, a robust, florid woman with a splendid 
joviality about her, kept eyeing his freshly- 
creased clothes apprehensively. It was not 
very long, indeed, before his coat hung with 
a discouraged sag from his gaunt shoulders, 
and his hair and beard were rumpled as if he 
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had been cut in a gale. His dry humour 
went under 2 cloud of absent-minded kindli- 
ness winch, Mainhall explained, always over- 
took him here. He was never so witty or 
so sharp here as elsewhere, and Alexander 
thought he behaved-as if he were an elderly 
relative come in to a young girl's party. 

The editor of 2 monthly review came with 
his wife, and Lady Kildare, the Irish philan- 
thropist, brought her young nephew, Robert 
Owen, who had come up from Oxford, and 
who was visibly excited and gratified by his 
first introduction to Miss Burgoyne. Hilda 
was very nice to him, and he sat on the edge 
of his chair, flushed with his conversational 
efforts and moving his chin about nervously 
over his high collar. Sarah Frost, the 
novelist, came with her husband, a very 
genial and placid old scholar who had become 
slightly deranged upon the subject of the 
fourth dimension. On other matters he was 
perfectly rational and he was easy and pleasing 

in conversation. He looked very much like 
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Agassiz, and his wife, in her old-fashioned 
black silk dress, overskirted and tight-sleeved, 
reminded Alexander of the early pictures of 
Mrs. Browning. Hilda seemed particularly 
fond of this quaint couple, and Bartley him- 
self was so pleased with their mild and 
thoughtful conversation that he took his 
leave when they did, and walked with them 
over to Oxford Street, where they waited for 
their bus. They asked him to come to see 
them in Chelsea, and they spoke very ten- 
derly of Hilda. ‘She's a dear, unworldly 
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little thing,”’ said the philosopher absently ; 
“more like the stage people of my young 
days—folk of simple manners, There aren’t 
many such left. American tours have spoiled 
them, I’m afraid. They have all grown very 
smart. Lamb wouldn’t care a great deal 
about many of them, I fancy.” 

Alexander went back to Bedford Square a 
second Sunday afternoon. He had a long 
talk with MacConnell, but he got no word 


with Hilda alone, and he left in a discontented 
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state of mind. For the rest of the week he 
was nervous and unsettled, and kept rushing 
his work as if he were preparing for imme- 
diate departure. On Thursday afternoon he 
cut short a committee meeting, jumped into a 
hansom, and drove to Bedford Square. He 
sent up his card, but it came back to him 
with a message scribbled across the front. 


So sorry I can't see you. Will you come and 
dine with me Sunday evening at half-past 
seven ? 


FH, 


When Bartley arrived at Bedford Square 
on Sunday evening, Marie, the pretty little 
French girl, met him at the door and con- 
ducted him upstairs. Hilda was writing in 
her living-room, under the light of a tall desk 
lamp. Bartley recognised the primrose satin 
gown she had worn that first evening at 
Lady Walford’s. 


“T’m so pleased that you think me worth 
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that yellow dress, you know,” he said, taking 
her hand and looking her over admiringly 
from the toes of her canary slippers to her 
smoothly parted brown hair. “ Yes, it’s very 
very pretty. Everyone at Lady Walford’s 
was looking at it.” 

Hilda curtsied. “Is that why you think 
it pretty? I’ve no need for fine clothes in 
Mac’s play this time, so I can afford a 
few duddies for myself. It’s owing to that 
same chance, by the way, that I am able to 
ask you to dinner. I don’t need Marie to 
dress me this season, so she keeps house for 
me, and my little Galway girl has gone home 
for a visit. I should never have asked you 
if Molly had been here, for I remember you 
don’t like English cookery.” 

Alexander walked about the room, looking 
at everything. 

“‘T haven’t had a chance yet to tell you 
what a jolly little place I think this is. 
Where did you get those etchings ? They’re 
quite unusual, aren’t they ?” 
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“Lady Westmere sent them to me from 
Rome last Christmas. She is very much 
interested in the American artist who did 
them. They are all sketches made about the 
Villa d’Este, you see. He painted that 
group of cypresses for the Salon, and it was 
bought for the Luxembourg.” 

Alexander walked over to the bookcases. 
“It’s the air of the whole place here that I 
like. You haven’t got anything that doesn’t 
belong. Seems to me it looks particularly 
well to-night. And you have so many 
flowers. I like these little yellow irises.” 

“Rooms always look better by lamplight 
—in London, at least. Though Marie is 
clean—really clean, as the French are. Why 
do you look at the flowers so critically? 
Marie got them all fresh in Covent Garden 
market yesterday morning.” 

“Tm glad,” said Alexander simply. “I 
can’t tell you how glad I am to have you so 
pretty and comfortable here, and to hear 
every one saying such nice things about you. 
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You’ve got awfully nice friends,” he added 
humbly, picking up a little jade elephant 
from her desk. ‘ Those fellows are. all very 
loyal, even Mainhall. They don’t talk of 
any one else as they do of you.” 

Hilda sat down on the couch and said 
seriously : “I’ve a neat little sum in the bank, 
too, now, and I owna mite of a hut in Galway. 
It’s not worth much, but I love it. I’ve managed 
to save something every year, and that with 
helping my three sisters now and then, and 
tiding poor Cousin Mike over bad seasons. He’s 
that gifted, you know, but he will drink and 
loses more good engagements than other fel- 
lows ever get. And I’ve travelled a bit, too.” 

Marie opened the door and smilingly 
announced that dinner was served. 

“My dining-room,” Hilda explained, as 
she led the way, “is the tiniest place you 
have ever seen.” 

It was a tiny room, hung all round with 
French prints, above which ran a shelf full of 
china. Hilda saw Alexander look up at it. 
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“It’s not particularly rare,” she said, ‘ but 
some of it was my mother’s. Heaven knows 
how she managed to keep it whole, through 
all our wanderings, or in what baskets and 
bundles and theatre trunks it hasn’t been 
stowed away. We always had our tea out of 
those blue cups when I was a little girl, 
sometimes in the queerest lodgings, and 
sometimes on a trunk at the theatre—queer 
theatres, for that matter.” 

It was a wonderful little dinner. There 
was watercress soup, and sole, and a de- 
lightful omelette stuffed with mushrooms 
and truffles, and two smal] rare ducklings, 
and artichokes, and a dry yellow Rhine wine 
of which Bartley had always been very fond. 
He drank it appreciatively and remarked 
that there was still no other he liked 
so. well. 

“‘] have some champagne for you, too. I 
don’t drink it myself, but I like to see it 
behave when it’s poured. There is nothing 
else that looks so jolly.” 
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“Thank you. But I don’t like it so well 
as this.” Bartley held the yellow wine 
against the light and squinted into ,it as he 
turned the glass slowly about. ‘‘ You have 
travelled, you say. Have you been in Paris 
much these late years ?”’ 

Hilda lowered one of the candle-shades 
carefully. “Ot; yes; I go over to’ Paris 
often. There are few changes in the old 
Quarter. Dear old Madam Anger is 
dead — but perhaps you don’t remember 
her?” 

“Don’t I, though! I’m so sorry to hear 
its) “Low *did her Son. turn: out? <I -re- 
member how she saved and scraped for him, 
and how he always lay abed till ten o'clock. 
He was the laziest fellow at the Beaux Arts ; 
and that’s saying a good deal.” 

“Well, he is still clever and lazy. They 
say he is a good architect when he will work. 
He’s a big, handsome creature, and he hates 
Americans as much as ever, But Angel— 
do you remember Angel?” 
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“Perfectly. Did she ever get back to 
Brittany and her dains de mer?” 

“Ah, no. Poor Angel! She got tired of 
cooking and scouring the pots and pans in 
Madame Anger’s little kitchen, so she ran 
away with a soldier, and then with another 
soldier. Too bad! She still lives about 
the Quarter, and, though there is always a 
soldat, she has become a Ab/anchisseuse de fin. 
She did my blouses beautifully the last time 
I was there, and was so delighted to see me 
again. I gave her all my old clothes, even 
my old hats, though she always wears her 
Breton head-dress. Her hair is still like 
flax, and her blue eyes are just like a baby’s, 
and she has the same three freckles on her 
little nose, and talks about going back to 
her bains de mer.” 

Bartley looked at Hilda across the yellow 
light of the candles and broke into a low, 
happy laugh. “How jolly it was being 
young, Hilda! Do you remember that 
first walk we took together in Paris? We 
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walked down to the Place Saint-Michel to 
buy some lilacs. Do you remember how 
sweet they smelled ?” 

“Indeed I do. Come, we’ll ‘have our 
coftee in the other room, and you can 
smoke.” 

Hilda rose quickly, as if she wished to 
change the drift of their talk, but Bartley 
found it pleasant to continue it. 

“What a warm, soft spring evening that 
was,” he went on, as they sat»down in the 
study with the coffee on a little table between 
them; “and the sky, over the bridges, was 
just the colour of the lilacs, We walked on 
down by the river, didn’t we?” 

Hilda laughed and looked at him 
questioningly, He saw a gleam in_ her 
eyes that he remembered even better than 
the episode he was recalling. 

“] think we did,” she answered demurely. 
“It was on the Quai we met that woman 
who was crying so bitterly. I gave her a 
spray of lilac, I remember, and you gave 
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her a franc. I was frightened at your 
prodigality.” 

“T expect it was the last frane I had. 
What a strong brown face she had, and very 
tragic. She looked at us with such despair 
and longing, out from under her black 
shawl. What she wanted from us was 
neither our flowers nor our francs, but just 
our youth. I remember it touched me so. 
I would have given her some of mine off my 
back, if I could. I had enough and to 
spare then,’ Bartley mused, and looked 
thoughtfully at his cigar. 

They were both remembering what the 
woman had said when she took the money : 
“God give you a happy love!” It was not 
in the ingratiating tone of the habitual 
beggar: it had come out of the depths of 
the poor creature’s sorrow, vibrating with 
pity for their youth and despair at the 
terribleness of human life; it had the 
anguish of a voice of prophecy. Until she 
spoke, Bartley had not realised that he was 
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in love. The strange woman, and her 
passionate sentence that rang out so sharply, 
had frightened them both. They went 
home sadly with the lilacs, back to the Rue 
Saint-Jacques, walking very slowly, arm in 
arm. When they reached the house where 
Hilda lodged, Bartley went across the court 
with her, and up the dark old stairs to the 
third landing ; and there he had kissed her 
for the first time. He had shut his eyes to 
give him the courage, he remembered, and 
she had trembled so— 

Bartley started when Hilda rang the little 
bell beside her. ‘‘ Dear me, why did you do 
that? I had quite forgotten—I was back 
there. It was very jolly,” he murmured lazily, 
as Marie came in to take away the coffee. 

Hilda laughed and went over to the piano. 
“‘ Well, we are neither of us twenty now, 
you know. Have I told you about my new 
play? Mac is writing one; really for me 
this time. You see, I’m coming on.” 

“T’ve seen nothing else. What kind of a 


78 ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 


part is it? Shall you wear yellow gowns? 
I hope so.”’ 

He was looking at her round, slender 
figure, as she stood by the piano, turning 
over a pile of music, and he felt the energy 
in every line of it. 

“No, it isn’t a dress-up part. He doesn’t 
seem to fancy me in fine feathers. He says 
I ought to be minding the pigs at home, and 
I suppose I ought. But he’s given ime 
some good Irish songs. Listen.” 

She sat down at the piano and sang. 
When she finished, Alexander shook himself 
out of a reverie. 

“Sing ‘The Harp that Once,’ Hilda. 
You used to sing it so well.” 

“Nonsense. Of course I can’t really sing, 
except the way my mother and grandmother 
did before me. Most actresses nowadays 
learn to sing properly, so I tried a master ; 
but he confused me, just!” 


Alexander laughed. ‘All the same, sing 
it, Hilda.” 
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Hilda started up from the stool and moved 
restlessly toward the window. ‘It’s really 
too warm in this room to sing. Don’t you 
feel it?” , 

Alexander went over and opened the 
window for her. “ Aren’t you afraid 
to let the wind blow like that on 
your neck? Can’t I get a scarf or some- 
thing ?” 

“Ask a theatre lady if she’s afraid of 
drafts!” Hilda laughed. ‘But perhaps, 
as I'm so warm—give me your handkerchief. 
Theres just’ in. front.” =Fle: slipped> the 
corners carefully under her shoulder-straps. 
“ There, that will do. It looks like a bib.” 
She pushed his hand away quickly and 
stood looking out into the deserted 
square. ‘‘Isn’t London a tomb on Sunday 
night? ”’ 

Alexander caught the agitation in her 
voice. He stood a little behind her, and 
tried to steady himself as he said : “ It’s soft 
and misty. See how white the stars are,”’ 


890  ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 


For a long time neither Hilda nor Bartley 
spoke. They stood close together, looking 
out into the wan, watery sky, breathing always 
more quickly and lightly, and it seemed as if 
all the clocks in the world had stopped. Sud- 
denly he moved the clenched hand he held 
behind him and dropped it violently at his 
side. He felt a tremor run through the 
slender yellow figure in front of him. 

She caught his handkerchief from her 
throat and thrust it at him without turning 
round. “ Here, take it. You must go now, 
Bartley. Good-night.” 

Bartley leaned over her shoulder, without 
touching her, and whispered in her ear: 
‘You are giving me a chance ?”’ 

‘Yes. Take it and go. This<isn’t fair, 
you know. Good-night.” 

Alexander unclenched the two hands 
at his sides. With one he threw down 
the window and with the other — still 
standing behind her — he drew her back 
against him, 
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She uttered a little cry, threw her arms 
over her head, and drew his face down to 


hers. ‘ Are you going to let me love youa 
little, Bartley ?”’ she whispered. 


CHAPTER V 


Ir was the afternoon of the day before Christ- 
mas. Mrs. Alexander had been driving 
about all the morning, leaving presents at the 
houses of her friends. She lunched alone, 
and as she rose from the table she spoke to 
the butler : “ Thomas, I am going down to 
~ the kitchen now to see Norah. In half an 
hour you are to bring the holly and mistletoe 
up from the cellar and put them in the 
library. Mr. Alexander will be home at 
three to hang them himself. Don’t forget 
the step-ladder, and plenty of tacks and 
string. You may bring the azaleas upstairs. 
Take the white one to Mr. Alexander’s study. 
Put the two pink ones in this room, and the 
red one in the drawing-room.” 

A little before three o’clock Mrs. Alexan- 
der went into the library to see that every- 
thing was ready. She pulled the window 
blinds high, for the weather was dark and 
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stormy, and there was little light, even in the 
streets. A foot of snow had fallen during 
the morning, and the wide space over the 
river was thick with flying flakes that fell and 
wreathed the masses of floating ice. Winifred 
was standing by the window when she heard 
the front door open. She hurried to the 
hall as Alexander came stamping in, covered 
with snow. He kissed her joyfully and 
brushed away the snow that fell on her hair. 

“‘T wish I had asked you to meet me at the 
office and walk home with me, Winifred. 
The Common is beautiful. The boys have 
swept the snow off the pond and are skating 
furiously. Did the cyclamens come ?”’ 

“ An hour ago. What splendid ones! But 
aren’t you frightfully extravagant ?”’ 

“Not for Christmas-time. I'll go upstairs 
and change my coat. I shall be down in a 
moment. Tell Thomas to get everything 
ready.” 

When Alexander reappeared, he took his 
wife’s arm and went with her into the library. 
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“* When did the azaleas get here? Thomas 
has got the white one in my room.” 

“‘] told him to put it there.” 

“‘ But, I say, it’s much the finest of the lot !”’ 

“That’s why I had it put there. There 
is too much colour in that room for a red 
one, you know.” 

Bartley began to sort the evergreens. “It 
looks very splendid there, but I feel piggish 
to have it. However, we really spend more 
time there than anywhere else in the house. 
Will you hand nie the holly ?” 

He climbed up the stepladder, which 
creaked under his weight, and began to twist 
the tough stems of the holly into the frame- 
work of the chandelier. 

“T forgot to tell you that I had a letter 
from Wilson, this morning, explaining his 
telegram. He is coming on because an old 
uncle up in Vermont has conveniently died 
and left Wilson a little money—something 
like ten thousand. He’s coming on to settle 
up the estate. Won't it be jolly to have him ?” 

G 
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‘And how fine that he’s coming into a 
little money. I can see him posting down 
State Street to the steamship offices. He will 
get a good many trips out of that ten thou- 
sand. What can have detained him? I 
expected him here for luncheon.” 

“Those trains from Albany are always late. 
He’ll be along sometime this afternoon. And 
now, don’t you want to go upstairs and lie 
down for an hour? You’ve had a_ busy 
morning and I don’t want you to be tired 
to-night.” 

After his wife went upstairs Alexander 
worked energetically at the evergreens for a 
few moments. Then, as he was cutting off 
a length of string, he sighed suddenly and 
sat down, staring out of the window at the 
snow. ‘The animation died out of his face, 
but in his eyes there was a restless light, a 
look of apprehension and suspense. He 
kept clasping and unclasping his big hands as 
if he were trying to realize something. The 
clock ticked through the minutes of a half- 
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hour and the afternoon outside began to 
thicken and darken turbidly. Alexander, 
since he first sat down, had not changed his 
position. He leaned forward, his hands be- 
tween his knees, scarcely breathing, as if he 
were holding himself away from his sur- 
roundings, from the room, and from the very 
chair in which he sat, from everything except 
the wild eddies of snow above the river on 
which his eyes were fixed with feverish in- 
tentness, as if he were trying to project him- 
self thither. When at last Lucius Wilson 
was announced, Alexander sprang eagerly to 
his feet and hurried to meet his old instructor. 

“Hello, Wilson. What luck! Come 
into the library. We are to havea lot of 
people to dinner to-night, and Winifred’s 
lying down. You will excuse her, won’t you? 
And now what about yourself? Sit down 
and tell me everything.” 

“JT think I’d rather move about, if you 
don’t mind. I’ve been sitting in the train 
for a week, it seems to me.” Wilson stood 
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before the fire with his hands behind him and 
looked about the room. ‘ You fave been 
busy. Bartley, if ’'d had my choice of all 
possible places in which to spend Christmas, 
your house would certainly be the place I’d 
have chosen. Happy people do a great deal 
for their friends. A house like this throws 
its warmth out. I felt it distinctly as I was 
coming through the Berkshires. I could 
scarcely believe that I was to see Mrs. Bartley 
again so soon.” 

“ Thank you, Wilson. She'll be as glad 
to see you. Shall we have tea now? T[’ll 
ring for Thomas to clear away this litter. 
Winifred says I always wreck the house when 
I try to do anything. Do you know, I am 
quite tired. Looks as if I were not used to 
work, doesn’t it?” Alexander laughed and 
dropped into a chair. ‘You know, I’m 
sailing the day after New Year’s.” 

“Again? Why, you’ve been over twice 
since I was here in the spring, haven’t you?” 

“Oh, I was in London about ten days in 
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the summer. Went to escape the hot weather 
more than anything else. I shan’t be gone 
more than a month this time. Winifred and 
I have been up in Canada for most of the 
autumn. That Moorlock Bridge is on my 
back all the time. 1 never had so much 
trouble with a job before.” Alexander moved 
about restlessly and fell to poking the fire. 

“ Haven’t I seen in the papers that there 
is some trouble about a tidewater bridge of 
yours in New Jersey ?” 

“Oh, that doesn’t amount to anything. 
It’s held up by a steel strike. A bother, of 
course, but the sort of thing one is always 
having to put up with. But the Moorlock 
Bridge is a continual anxiety. You see, the 
truth is, we are having to build pretty well 
to the strain limit up there. They’ve crowded 
me too much on the cost. It’s all very well 
if everything goes well, but these estimates 
have never been used for anything of such 
length before. However, there’s nothing to 
be done. They hold me to the scale I’ve 
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used in shorter bridges. The last thing a 
bridge commission cares about is the kind of 


bridge you build.” 


When Bartley had finished dressing for 
dinner he went into his study, where he 
found his wife arranging flowers on his 
writing-table. 

“These pink roses just came from Mrs. 
Hastings,” she said, smiling, ‘and I am sure 
she meant them for you.” 

Bartley looked about with an air of satis- 
faction at the holly and the wreaths in the 
windows. ‘ Have you a moment, Winifred ? 
I have just now been thinking that this is 
our twelfth Christmas. Can you realise it?” 
He went up to the table and took her hands 
away from the flowers, drying them with his 
pocket handkerchief. ‘* They've been aw- 
fully happy ones, all of them, haven’t they ?” 
He took her in his arms and bent back, 
lifting her a little and giving her a long kiss. 
“You are happy, aren’t you, Winifred ? 
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More than anything else in the world I want 
you to be happy. Sometimes, of late, I’ve 
thought you looked as if you were troubled.” 

“No; it’s only when you are troubled 
and harassed that I feel worried, Bartley. I 
wish you always seemed as you do to-night. 
But you don’t, always.’ She looked earn- 
estly and inquiringly into his eyes. 

Alexander took her two hands from his 
shoulders and swung them back and forth in 
his own, laughing his big blond laugh. 

“T’m growing older, my dear; that’s what 
you feel. Now, may I show you something? 
I meant to save them until to-morrow, but I 
want you to wear them to-night.” He took 
a little leather box out of his pocket and 
opened it. On the white velvet lay two long 
pendants of curiously worked gold, set with 
pearls, Winifred looked from the box to 
Bartley and exclaimed :— 

‘Where did you ever find such gold work, 
Bartley ?” 

“It’s old Flemish. Isn’t it fine?” 
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“They are the most beautiful things, dear. 
But, you know, I never wear earrings.” 

“Yes, yes, 1 know. But I want you to wear 
them. I have always wanted you to. So few 
women can. There must be a good ear, to 
begin with, and a nose’ —he waved his hand 
—“ above reproach. Most women look silly 
in them, They go only with faces like yours 
—very, very proud, and just a little hard.” 

Winifred laughed as she went over to the 
mirror and fitted the delicate springs to the 
lobes of her ears. ‘Oh, Bartley, that old 
foolishness about my being hard. It really 
hurts my’ feelings. But 1 must go down 
now. People are beginning to come.” 

Bartley drew her arm about his neck and 
went to the door with her. ‘ Not hard to 
me, Winifred,” he whispered. ‘Never, never 
hard to me.” 

Left alone, he paced up and down his 
study. He was at home again, among all 
the dear familiar things that spoke to him of 
so many happy years. His house to-night 
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would be full of charming people, who liked 
and admired him. Yet all the time, under- 
neath his pleasure and hopefulness and satis- 
faction he was conscious of the vibration of 
an unnatural excitement. Amid this light 
and warmth and friendliness, he sometimes 
started and shuddered as if someone had 
stepped on his grave. Something had broken 
loose in him of which he knew nothing 
except that it was sullen and powerful, and 
that it wrung and tortured him. Sometimes 
it came upon him softly, in enervating 
reveries. Sometimes it battered him like the 
cannon rolling in the hold of the vessel. 
Always, now, it brought with it a sense of 
quickened life, of stimulating danger. To- 
night it came upon him suddenly, as he 
was walking the floor, after his wife left him. 
It seemed impossible ; he could not believe 
it. He glanced entreatingly at the door, as 
if to call her back. He heard voices in the 
hall below, and knew that he must go down. 
Going over to the window, he looked out at 
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the lights across the river. How could this 
happen here, in his own house, among the 
things he loved ? What was it that reached 
in out ofthe darkness and thrilled him? As 
he stood there he had a feeling that he would 
never escape. He shut his eyes and pressed 
his forehead against the cold window glass, 
breathing in the chill that came through it. 
‘That this,” he groaned, “ that this should 
have happened to me!” 


On New Year’s day a thaw set in, and 
during the night torrents of rain fell. In 
the morning, the morning of Alexander’s 
departure for England, the river was streaked 
with fog and the rain drove hard against the 
windows of the breakfast-room. Alexander 
had finished his coffee and was pacing up and 
down. His wife sat at the table watching 
him. She was pale and unnaturally calm. 
When Thomas brought the letters, Bartley 
sank into his chair and ran them over rapidly. 

‘‘Here’s a note from old Wilson. He’s 
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safe back at his grind, and says he had 
a bully time. ‘The memory of Mrs. 
Bartley will make my whole winter fragrant.’ 
Just like him. He will go on getting 
measureless satisfaction out of you by his 
study fire. What a man he is for looking 
on at life!” Bartley sighed, pushed the 
letters back impatiently, and went over to 
the window. ‘“ This is a nasty sort of day 
to sail. I’ve a notion to call it off. Next 
week would be time enough.” 

‘“‘ That would only mean starting twice. It 
wouldn’t really help you out at all,” Mrs. 
Alexander spoke soothingly, “And you'd 
come back late for all your engagements.” 

Bartley began jingling some loose coins in 
his pocket. “I wish things would let me 
rest. I’m tired of work, tired of people, tired 
of trailing about.” He looked out at the 
storm-beaten river. 

Winifred came up behind him and put a 
hand on his shoulder. “ That’s what you 
always say, poor Bartley! At bottom you 
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really like all these things. Can’t you re- 
member that ?” 

“He put his arm about her. “All the 
same, life runs smoothly enough with some 
people, and with me it’s always a messy sort 
of patchwork. It’s like the song ; peace is 
where I am not. How can you face it all 
with so much fortitude ?” 

She looked at him with that clear gaze 
which Wilson had so much admired, which 
he had felt implied such high confidence and 
fearless pride. ‘‘ Oh, I faced that long ago, 
when you were on your first bridge, up at old 
Allway. 1 knew then that your paths were 
not to be paths of peace, but I decided that I 
wanted to follow them.” 

Bartley and his wife stood silent for a long 
time ; the fire crackled in the grate, the rain 
beat insistently upon the windows, and the 
sleepy Angora looked up at them curiously. 

Presently Thomas made a discreet sound 
at the door. ‘Shall Edward bring down 
your trunks, sir ?”’ 
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“Yes ; they are ready. Tell him not to 
forget the big portfolio on the study table.” 

Thomas withdrew, closing the door softly. 
Bartley turned away from his wife, still hold- 
ing her hand, “It never gets any easier, 
Winifred.” 

They both started at the sound of the 
carriage on the pavement outside. Alexander 
sat down and leaned his head on his hand. 
His wife bent over him, ‘“ Courage,” she 
said gaily. Bartley rose and rang the bell. 
Thomas brought him his hat and stick and 
ulster. At the sight of these, the supercilious 
Angora moved restlessly, quitted her red 
cushion by the fire, and came up, waving her 
tail in vexation at these ominous indications 
ef change. Alexander stooped to stroke her, 
and then plunged into his coat and drew on 
his gloves. His wife held his stick, smiling. 
Bartley smiled too, and his eyes cleared. 
“T’ll work like the devil, Winifred, and be 
home again before you realise I’ve gone.” 
He kissed her quickly several times, hurried 
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out of the front door into the rain, and waved 
to her from the carriage window as the driver 
was starting his melancholy, dripping black 
horses. Alexander sat with his hands clenched 
on his knees. As the carriage turned up the 
hill, he lifted one hand and brought it down 
violently. ‘This time’—he spoke aloud 
and through his set teeth— this time I’m 
going to end it!” 


On the afternoon of the third day out, 
Alexander was sitting well to the stern, on 
the windward side where the chairs were few, 
his rugs over him and the collar of his fur- 
lined coat turned up about his ears. The 
weather had so far been dark and raw. For 
two hours he had been watching the low, 
dirty sky and the beating of the heavy rain 
upon the iron-coloured sea. There was a 
long, oily swell that made exercise laborious. 
The decks smelled of damp woollens, and the 
air was so humid that drops of moisture kept 
gathering upon his hair and moustache. He 
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seldom moved except to brush them away. 
The great open spaces made him passive, and 
the restlessness of the water quieted him, 
He intended during the voyage to decide 
upon a course of action, but he held all this 
away from him for the present and lay ina 
blessed gray oblivion. Deep down in him 
somewhere his resolution was weakening and 
strengthening, ebbing and flowing. The 
thing that perturbed him went on as steadily 
as his pulse, but he was almost unconscious 
of it. He was submerged in the vast im- 
personal grayness about him, and at intervals 
the sidelong roll of the boat measured off 
time like the ticking of a clock. He felt re- 
leased from everything that troubled and 
perplexed him. It was as if he had tricked 
and outwitted torturing memories, had 
actually managed to get on board without them. 
He thought of nothing at all. If his mind now 
and again picked a face out of the grayness, 
it was Lucius Wilson’s, or the face of an old 
schoolmate, forgotten for years ; or it was 
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the slim outline of a favourite greyhound he 
used to hunt jack-rabbits with when he was 
a boy. 

Toward six o’clock the wind rose and 
tugged at the tarpaulin and brought the 
swell higher. After dinner Alexander came 
back to the wet deck, piled his damp rugs 
over him again, and sat smoking, losing 
himself in the obliterating blackness and 
drowsing in the rush of the gale. Before he 
went below a few bright stars were pricked 
off between heavily moving masses of cloud. 

The next morning was bright and mild, 
with a fresh breeze. Alexander felt the need 
of exercise even before he came out of his 
cabin. When he went on deck the sky was 
blue and blinding, with heavy whiffs of white 
cloud, smoke-coloured at the edges, moving 
rapidly across it. The water was roughish, 
a cold, clear indigo breaking into white-caps. 
Bartley walked for two hours, and then 
stretched himself in the sun until lunch-time. 

In the afternoon he wrote a long letter to 
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Winifred. Later, as he walked the deck 
through a splendid golden sunset, his spirits 
rose continually. It was agreeable to come 
to himself again after several days of numb- 
ness and torpor. He stayed out until the 
last tinge of violet had faded from the 
water. There was literally a taste of life on 
his lips as he sat down to dinner and ordered 
a bottle of champagne. He was late in 
_ finishing his dinner, and drank rather more 
wine than he had meant to. When he went 
above, the wind had risen and the deck was 
almost deserted. As he stepped out of the 
door a gale lifted his heavy fur coat about 
his shoulders. He fought his way up the 
deck with keen exhilaration, The moment 
he stepped, almost out of breath, behind the 
shelter of the stern, the wind was cut off, 
and he felt, like a rush of warm air, a sense 
of close and intimate companionship. He 
started back and tore his coat open as if 
something warm were actually clinging to 
him beneath it. He hurried up the deck 
H 
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and went into the saloon parlour, full of 
women who had retreated thither from the 
sharp wind. He threw himself upon them. 
He talked delightfully to the older ones, and 
played accompaniments for the younger ones 
until the last sleepy girl had followed her 
mother below. Then he went into the 
smoking-room, He played bridge until two 
o’clock in the morning, and managed to lose 
a considerable sum of money without really 
noticing that he was doing so, 

After the break of one fine day the 
weather was pretty consistently dull. When 
the low sky thinned a trifle, the pale white 
spot of a sun did no more than throw a 
bluish lustre on the water, giving it the dark 
brightness of newly cut lead. Through one 
after another of those grey days Alexander 
drowsed and mused, drinking in the grateful 
moisture. But the complete peace of the 
first part of the voyage was over. Some- 
times he rose suddenly from his chair as if 
driven out, and paced the deck for hours, 
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People noticed his propensity for walking in 
rough weather, and watched him curiously as 
he did his rounds. From his abstraction 
and the determined set of his jaw, they 
fancied he must be thinking about his 
bridge. Everyone had heard of the new 
cantilever bridge in Canada, 

But Alexander was not thinking about his 
work, After the fourth night out, when his 
will suddenly softened under his hands, he 
had been continually hammering away at 
himself. More and more often, when he 
first wakened in the morning or when he 
stepped into a warm place after being chilled 
on the deck, he felt a sudden painful delight 
at being nearer another shore. Sometimes 
when he was most despondent, when he 
thought himself worn out with this struggle, 
in a flash he was free of it and leaped into an 
overwhelming consciousness of himself. On 
the instant he felt that marvellous return of 
the impetuousness, the intense excitement, 
the increasing expectancy of youth. 


CHAPTER VI 


Tue last two days of the voyage Bartley 
found almost intolerable. The stop at 
Queenstown, the tedious passage up the 
Mersey, were things that he noted dimly 
through his growing impatience. He had 
planned to stop in Liverpool ; but, instead, 
he took the boat train for London. 
Emerging at Euston at half-past three 
o’clock in the afternoon, Alexander had his 
luggage sent to the Savoy and drove at once 
to Bedford Square. When Marie met him 
at the door, even her strong sense of the 
proprieties could not restrain her surprise 
and delight. She blushed and smiled and 
fumbled his card in her confusion before she 
ran upstairs, Alexander paced up and down 
the hall, buttoning and unbuttoning his 
overcoat, until she returned and took him up 
to Hilda’s living-room. The room was 
empty when he entered. A coal fire was 
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crackling in the grate and the lamps were lit, 
for it was already beginning to grow dark 
outside, Alexander did not sit down. He 
stood his ground over by the windows until 
Hilda came in. She called his name on the 
threshold, but in her swift flight across the 
room she felt a change in him and caught 
herself up so deftly that he could not tell 
just when she did it. She merely 
brushed his cheek with her lips and 
put a hand lightly and joyously on either 
shoulder. 

“Oh, what a grand thing to happen on a 
raw day! | felt it in my bones when | woke 
this morning that something splendid was 
going to turn up. I thought it might be 
Sister Kate or Cousin Mike would be hap- 
pening along. I never dreamed it would be 
you, Bartley. But why do you let me chatter 
on like this? Come over tothe fire ; you’re 
chilled through.” 

She pushed him toward the big chair by the 
fire, and sat down on a stool at the opposite 


ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 107 


side of the hearth, her knees drawn up to her 
chin, laughing like a happy little girl. 

“When did you come, Bartley, and how 
did it happen ? You haven’t spoken a word.” 

‘7 got in about ten minutes ago. I landed 
at Liverpool this morning and came down on 
the boat train.” 

Alexander leaned forward and warmed his 
hands before the blaze. Hilda watched him 
~ with perplexity. 

“ There’s something troubling you, Bart- 
ley. What is it?” 

Bartley bent lower over the fire. “It’s the 
whole thing that troubles me, Hilda. You 
and I.” 

Hilda took a quick, soft breath. She 
looked at his heavy shoulders and big, de- 
termined head, thrust forward like a catapult 
in leash, 

“What about us, Bartley ?”’ she asked in 
a thin voice. 

He locked and unlocked his hands over 
the grate and spread his fingers close to the 
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bluish flame, while the coals crackled and the 
clock ticked and a street vendor began to call 
under the window. At last Alexander 
brought out one word :— 

“‘ Kverything ! ” 

Hilda was pale by this time, and her eyes 
were wide with fright. She looked about 
desperately from Bartley to the door, then to 
the windows, and back again to Bartley. She 
rose uncertainly, touched his hair with her 
hand, then sank back upon her stool. 

J’ll doanything you wish me to, Bartley,” 
she said tremulously. ‘I can’t stand seeing 
you miserable.” 

“1 can’t live with myself any longer,” he 
answered roughly. 

He rose and pushed the chair behind him 
and began to walk miserably about the room, 
seeming to find it too small for him. He — 
pulled up a window as if the air were heavy. 

Hilda watched him from her corner, trem- 
bling and scarcely breathing, dark shadows 
growing about her eyes. 
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“It... hasn’t always made you miser- 
able, has it?” Her eyelids fell and her lips 
quivered. 

“ Always. But it’s worse now. It’s un- 
bearable. It tortures me every minute.” 

“But why sow?” she asked piteously, 
wringing her hands. 

He ignored her question. ‘I am nota 
man who can live two lives,’ he went on 
feverishly. ‘‘ Each life spoils the other. I get 
nothing but misery out of either. The world 
is all there, just as it used to be, but I can’t 
get at it any more. There is this deception 
between me and everything.” 

At that word “deception,” spoken with 
such self-contempt, the colour flashed back 
into Hilda’s face as suddenly as if she had 
been struck by a whiplash. She bit her lip 
and looked down at her hands, which were 
clasped tightly in front of her. 

“ Could you—could you sit down and talk 
about it quietly, Bartley, as if I were a friend, 
and not some one who had to be defied ?” 
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He dropped back heavily into his chair by 
the fire. “It was myself I was defying, Hilda, 
I have thought about it until I am worn out.” 

He looked at her and his haggard face 
softened. He put out his hand toward her 
as he looked away again into the fire. 

She crept across to him, drawing her stool 
after her. ‘‘ When did you first begin to 
feel like this, Bartley ?” 

‘After the very first. The first was—sort 
of in play, wasn’t it?” 

Hilda’s face quivered, but she whispered : 
“Yes, I think it must have been. But why 
didn’t you tell me when you were here in the 
summer ?” 

Alexander groaned. “I meant to, but 
somehow I couldn’t. We had only a few 
days, and your new play was just on, and you 
were so happy.” 

“Yes, I was happy, wasn’t I?” She 
pressed his hand gently in gratitude. 
* Weren’t you happy then, at all?” 

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, 
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as if to draw in again the fragrance of those 
days. Something of their troubling sweet- 
ness came back to Alexander, too. He moved 
uneasily and his chair creaked. 

“Yes, I was then. You know. But 
afterward 2.2” 

“Yes, yes,” she hurried, pulling her hand 
gently away from him. Presently it stole 
back to his coat sleeve. ‘‘ Please tell me one 
thing, Bartley. At least, tell me that you be- 
lieve I thought | was making you happy.” 

His hand shut down quickly over the 
questioning fingers on his sleeve. “ Yes, 
Hilda, I know that,” he said simply. 

She leaned her head against his arm and 
spoke softly :— 

*« You see, my mistake was in wanting you 
to have everything. I wanted you to eat all 
the cakes and have them, too. I somehow 
believed that I could take all the bad conse- 
quences for you. I wanted you always to be 
happy and handsome and successful—to have 
all the things that a great man ought to have, 
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and, once in a way, the careless holidays that 
great men are not permitted.” 

Bartley gave a bitter little laugh, and 
Hilda looked up and read in the deepening 
lines of his face that youth and Bartley would 
not much longer struggle together. 

“I understand, Bartley. I was wrong. 
But I didn’t know. You've only to tell me 
now. What must I do that I’ve not done, 
or what must I not do?” She listened in- 
tently, but she heard nothing but the creaking 
of his chair. ‘You want me to say it,” she 
whispered. ‘You want to tell me that 
you can only see me like this, as old friends 
do, or out in the world among people? I 
can do that.” 

“T can’t,” he said heavily. 

Hilda shivered and sat still. Bartley 
leaned his head in his hands and spoke 
through his teeth. “It’s got to be a clean 
break, Hilda. I can’t see you at all, any- 
where. What I mean is that I want you to 
promise never to see me again, no matter 
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how often I come, no matter how hard I 
beg.” 

Hilda sprang up like a flame. She stood 
over him with her hands clenched at her 
side, her body rigid. 

“No!” she gasped. ‘It’s too late to ask 
that. Do you hear me, Bartley? It’s too 
late. I won’t promise. It’s abominable of 
you to ask me. Keep away if you wish ; 
when have I ever followed you? But, 
if you come to me, I’ll do as I see fit. The 
shamefulness of your asking me to do that ! 
If you come to me, I'll do as I see fit. 
Do you understand? Bartley, you're 
cowardly !” 

Alexander rose and shook himself angrily. 
“Yes, I know I’m cowardly. I’m afraid of 
myself. I don’t trust myself any more. I 
carried it all lightly enough at first, but now 
I don’t dare trifle with it. It’s getting the 
better of me. It’s different now. I’m 
growing older, and you’ve got my young self 
here with you. It’s through him that I’ve 
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come to wish for you all and all the time.” 
He took her roughly in his arms. “Do you 
know what I mean ?” 

Hilda held her face back from him and 
began to cry bitterly. ‘Oh, Bartley, what 
am Itodo? Why didn’t you let me be angry 
with you ? Youask me to stay away from you 
because you want me! And I’ve got nobody 
but you. I will do anything you say—but 
that ! 1 will ask the least imaginable, but I 
must have something!” 

Bartley turned away and sank down in his 
chair again. Hilda sat on the arm of it and 
put her hands lightly on his shoulders. 

“‘ Just something, Bartley. I must have 
you to think of through the months and 
months of loneliness. I must see you. I 
must know about you. The sight of you, 
Bartley, to see you living and happy and 
successful—can I never make you understand 
what that means to me?” She pressed his 
shoulders gently. “You see, loving some 
one as I love you makes the whole world 
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different. If I'd met you later, if I hadn’t 
loved you so well—but that’s all over, long 
ago. Then came all those years without you, 
lonely and hurt and discouraged ; those 
decent young fellows and poor Mac, and me 
never heeding—hard as a steel spring. And 
then you came back, not caring very much, 
but it made no difference.” 

She slid to the floor beside him, as if she 
were too tired to sit up any longer. Bartley 
bent over and took her in his arms, kissing 
her mouth and her wet, tired eyes. 

“Don’t cry, don’t cry,” he whispered. 
“We've tortured each other enough for to- 
night. Forget everything except that I am 
heres 

“T think I have forgotten everything but 
that already,” she murmured. “ Ah, your 
dear arms !”’ 


CHAPLTERS Vil 


Durinc the fortnight that Alexander was in 
London he drove himself hard. He got 
through a great deal of personal business and 
saw a great many men who were doing 
interesting things in his own profession. He 
disliked to think of his visits to London as 
holidays, and when he was there he worked 
even harder than he did at home. 

The day before his departure for Liverpool 
was a singularly fine one. The thick air had 
cleared overnight in a strong wind which 
brought in a golden dawn and then fell off to 
a fresh breeze. When Bartley looked out of 
his windows from the Savoy, the river was 
flashing silver and the gray stone along the 
Embankment was bathed in bright, clear 
sunshine. London had wakened to life after 
three weeks of cold and sodden rain. Bartley 
breakfasted hurriedly and went over his mail 
while the hotel valet packed his trunks. Then 
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he paid his account and walked rapidly down 
the Strand past Charing Cross Station. His 
spirits rose with every step, and when he 
reached Trafalgar Square, blazing in the sun, 
with its fountains playing and its column 
reaching up into the bright air, he signalled 
to a hansom, and, before he knew what he 
was about, told the driver to go to Bedford 
Square by way of the British Museum. 
When he reached Hilda’s apartment she 
met him, fresh as the morning itself. Her 
rooms were flooded with sunshine and full 
of the flowers he had been sending her. She 
would never let him give her anything else. 
“Are you busy this morning, Hilda?” he 
asked as he sat down, his hat and gloves in 
his hand. ; 
“Very. I’ve been up and about three 
hours, working at my part. We open in 
February, you know.” 
“ Well, then you’ve worked enough. And 
so have 1. I’ve seen all my men, my pack- 
ing is done, and I go up to Liverpool this 
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evening. But this morning we are going to 
have a holiday. What do you say to a drive 
out to Kew and Richmond? You.may not 
get another day like this all winter. It’s 
like a fine April day at home. May I use 
your telephone? I want to order the 
carriage.” 

“Oh, how jolly! There, sit down at the 
desk. And while you are telephoning I'll 
change my dress. I shan’t be long. All 
the morning papers are on the table.” 

Hilda was back in a few moments wearing 
a long gray squirrel coat and a broad fur hat. 

Bartley rose and inspected her. ‘ Why 
don’t you wear some of those pink roses ?”’ 
he asked. 

“But they came only this morning, and 
they have not even begun to open. I was 
saving them. I am _ so_ unconsciously 
thrifty!” She laughed as she looked about 
the room. ‘You've been sending me far 
too many flowers, Bartley. New ones every 
day. That’s too often; though I do love to 
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open the boxes, and I take good care of 
them.” 

“Why won't you let me send you any of 
those jade or ivory things you are so fond 
of? Or pictures? I know a good deal 
about pictures.” 

Hilda shook her large hat as she drew the 
roses out of the tall glass. ‘No, there are 
some things you can’t do. There’s the 
carriage. Will you button my gloves for me?” 

Bartley took her wrist and began to button 
the long grey suede glove. ‘“ How gay your 
eyes are this morning, Hilda.” 

“That’s because I’ve been studying. It 
always stirs me up a little.” 

He pushed the top of the glove up slowly. 
“When did you learn to take hold of your 
parts like that ?” 

“When I had nothing else to think of. 
Come, the carriage is waiting. What a 
shocking while you take.” 


Imm -no° hutnys-2We'ves plenty: for 
time.” 
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They found all London abroad. Piccadilly 
was a stream of rapidly moving carriages, 
from which flashed furs and flowers and 
bright winter costumes. The metal trap- 
pings of the harness shone dazzlingly, and 
the wheels were revolving disks that threw 
off rays of light. The parks were full of 
children and nursemaids and joyful dogs that 
leaped and yelped and scratched up the 
brown earth with their paws. 

“T’m not going until to-morrow, you 
know,” Bartley announced suddenly. “T’ll 
cut off a day in Liverpool. I haven’t felt so 
jolly this long while.” 

Hilda looked up with a smile which she 
tried not to make too glad. “I think 
people were meant to be happy, a little,” 
she said. 

They had lunch at Richmond and then 
walked to Twickenham, where they had sent 
the carriage. They drove back, with a 
glorious sunset behind them, toward the 
distant gold-washed city. It was one of 
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those rare afternoons when all the thickness 
and shadow of London are changed to a kind 
of shining, pulsing, special atmosphere ; 
when the smoky vapours become fluttering 
golden clouds, nacreous veils of pink and 
amber; when all that bleakness of gray stone 
and dullness of dirty brick trembles in aureate 
light, and all the roofs and spires, and one 
great dome, are floated in golden haze. On 
such rare afternoons the ugliest of cities 
becomes the most beautiful, the most prosaic 
becomes the most poetic, and months of 
sodden days are compensated for by a 
moment of miracle. 

“It’s like that with us Londoners, too,” 
Hilda was saying. “Everything is awfully 
grim and cheerless, our weather and our 
houses and our ways of amusing ourselves. 
But we can be happier than anybody. We 
can go mad with joy, as the people do out 
in the fields on a fine Whit-Sunday. We 
make the most of our moment.” 

She thrust her little chin out defiantly over 
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her gray fur collar, and Bartley looked down 
at her and laughed. 

“You are a plucky one, you.” He patted 
her glove with his hand) “ Yes, you are a 
plucky one.” ates 

Hilda sighed. “No, I’m not. Not about 
some things, at any rate. It doesn’t take 
pluck to fight for one’s moment, but it takes 
pluck to go without—a lot. More than I 
have. I can’t help it,” she added fiercely. 

After miles of outlying streets and little 
gloomy houses, they reached London itself, 
red and roaring and murky, with a thick 
dampness coming up from the river, that 
betokened fog again to-morrow. The streets 
were full of people who had worked indoors 
all through the priceless day and had now 
come hungrily out to drink the muddy lees 
of it. They stood in long black lines, wait- 
ing before the pit entrances of the theatres— 
short-coated boys, and girls in sailor hats, all 
shivering and chatting gaily. There was a 
blurred rhythm in all the dull city noises— 
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in the clatter of the cab horses and the 
rumbling of the “buses, in the street calls, 
and in the undulating tramp, tramp of the 
crowd. It was like the deep vibration of 
some vast underground machinery, and like 
the muffled pulsations of millions of human 
hearts. 

“Seems good to get back, doesn’t it?” 
Bartley whispered, as they drove from Bays- 
water Road into Oxford Street. ‘ London 
always makes me want to live more than any 
other city in the world. You remember our 
priestess mummy over in the mummy-room, 
and how we used to long to go and bring her 
out on nights like this? Three thousand 
years! Ugh!” 

“ All the same, I believe she used to feel 
it when we stood there and watched her and 
wished her well. I believe she used to 
remember,” Hilda said thoughtfully. 

“TI hope so. Now let’s go to some 
awfully jolly place for dinner before we go 
home. I could eat all the dinners there are 
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in London to-night. Where shall I tell the 
driver? The Piccadilly Restaurant? The 
music’s good there.” 

“There are too many people there whom 
one knows, Why not that little French 
place in Soho, where we went so often when 
you were here in the summer? I love it, 
and I’ve never been there with anyone but 
you. Sometimes | go by myself, when I am 
particularly lonely.” 

“Very well, the sole’s good there. How 
many street pianos there are about to-night ! 
The fine weather must have thawed them 
out. We've had five miles of ‘Il Trovatore’ 
now. They always make me feel jaunty. 
Are you comfy, and not too tired ?”’ 

“Tm not tired at all. I was just won- 
dering how people can ever die. Why did 
you remind me of the mummy? Life seems 
the strongest and most indestructible thing 
in the world. Do you really believe that all 
those people rushing about down there, going 
to good dinners and clubs and theatres, will 
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be dead some day, and not care about any- 
thing? I don’t believe it, and I know I 
shan’t die, ever! You see, I feel too—too 
powerful ! ” 

The carriage stopped. Bartley sprang out 
and swung her quickly to the pavement. As 
he lifted her in his two hands he whispered : 
* You are—powerful !” 


CHAPTER Vill 


Tue last rehearsal was over, a tedious dress 
rehearsal which had lasted all day and ex- 
hausted the patience of everyone who had to 
do with it. When Hilda had dressed for the 
street and came out of her dressing-room, she 
found Hugh MacConnell waiting for her in 
the corridor. 

“The fog’s thicker than ever, Hilda. 
There have been a great many accidents to- 
day. It’s positively unsafe for you to be out 
alone. Will you let me take you home ?”’ 

“How good of you, Mac. If you are 
going with me, I think I’d rather walk. I’ve 
had no exercise to-day, and all this has made 
me nervous.” 

“T shouldn’t wonder,” said MacConnell 
dryly. Hilda pulled down her veil and they 
stepped out into the thick brown wash that 
submerged St. Martin’s Lane. MacConnell 
took her hand and tucked it snugly under 
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his arm. ‘I’m sorry I was such a savage. I 
hope you didn’t think I made an ass of 
myself.” 

“Not a bit of it. I don’t wonder you 
were peppery. Those things are awfully 
trying. How do you think it’s going?” 

“ Magnificently. That’s why I got so 
stirred up. We are going to hear from this, 
both of us. And that reminds me; I’ve got 
news for you. They are going to begin 
repairs on the theatre about the middle of 
March, and we are to run over to New York 
for six weeks. Bennett told me yesterday 
that it was decided.” 

Hilda looked up delightedly at the tall 
gray figure beside her. He was the only 
thing she could see, for they were moving 
through a dense opaqueness, as if they were 
walking at the bottom of the ocean. 

“Oh, Mac, how glad I am! And they 
love your things over there, don’t they ?” 


“Shall you be glad for—any other reason, 
Hildave 
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MacConnell put his hand in front of her 
to ward off some dark object. It proved to 
be only a lamp-post, and they beat in farther 
from the edge of the pavement. 

“What do you mean, Mac?” Hilda 
asked nervously. 

“T was just thinking there might be people 
over there you’d be glad to see,” he brought 
out awkwardly. Hilda said nothing, and as 
they walked on MacConnell spoke again, 
apologetically : “I hope you don’t mind my 
knowing about it, Hilda. Don’t stiffen up 
like that. No one else knows, and I didn’t 
try to find out anything. I felt it, even 
before I knew who he was. I knew there 
was somebody, and that it wasn’t I.” 

They crossed. Oxford Street in silence, 
feeling their way. The "buses had stopped 
running and the cab-drivers were leading 
their horses. When they reached the other 
side, MacConnell said suddenly, “I hope 
you are happy.” 

‘Terribly, dangerously happy, Mac,’— 
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Hilda spoke quietly, pressing the rough 
sleeve of his greatcoat with her gloved hand. 

“You've always thought me too old for 
you, Hilda,—oh, of course you’ve never 
said just that,—and here this fellow is not 
more than eight years younger than I. I've 
always felt that if I could get out of my old 
case I might win you yet. It’s a fine, brave 
youth I carry inside me, only he’ll never 

“be seen,” 

“ Nonsense, Mac. That has nothing to do 
with it. It’s because you seem too close to 
me, too much my own kind. It would be 
like marrying Cousin Mike, almost. I really 
tried to care as you wanted me to, away back 
in the beginning.” 

“Well, here we are, turning out of the 
Square. You are not angry with me, Hilda? 
Thank you for this walk, my dear. Go in 
and get dry things on at once. You'll be 
having a great night to-morrow.” 

She put out her hand. “Thank you, 
Mac, for everything. Good-night.”’ 
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MacConnell trudged off through the fog, 
and she went slowly upstairs. Her slippers 
and dressing gown were waiting for her 
before the fire. ‘I shall certainly see him in 
New York. He will see by the papers that 
we are coming. Perhaps he knows it already,” 
Hilda kept thinking as she undressed. 
“Perhaps he will be at the dock. No, 
scarcely that; but I may meet him in the 
- street even before he comes to see me.”’ 
Marie placed the tea-table by the fire and 
brought Hilda her letters. She looked them 
over, and started as she came to one in a 
handwriting that she did not often see; 
Alexander had written to her only twice 
before, and he did not allow her to write to 
him at all. “Thank you, Marie. You may 
go now.” 


Hilda sat down by the table with the letter 
in her hand, still unopened. She looked at 
it intently, turned it over, and felt its thick- 
ness with her fingers. She believed that she 
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~sometimes had a kind of second-sight about 
letters, and could tell before she read them 
whether they brought good or evil tidings. 
She put this one down on the table in front 
of her while she poured out her tea. At last, 
with a little shiver of expectancy, she tore 
open the envelope and read :— 


Boston, February 


My pear HILpa :— 

It is after twelve o'clock. Every one else 
isin bed and I am sitting alone in my study. 
I have been happier in this room than any- 
where else in the world. Happiness like that 
makes one insolent. I used to think these 
four walls could stand against anything. 
And now I scarcely know myself here. Now 
I know that no one can build his security 
upon the nobleness of another person. 
Two people, when they love each other, 
grow alike in their tastes and habits and 
pride, but their moral natures (whatever 
we may mean by that canting expression) 
are never welded. The base one goes on 
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being base, and the noble one noble, to 
the end. 

The last week has been a bad one; I have 
been realizing how things used to be with 
me. Sometimes I get used to being dead 
inside, but lately it has been as if a window 
beside me had suddenly opened, and as if all 
the smells of spring blew in to me. There 
is a garden out there, with stars overhead, 
where I used to walk at night when I had a 
single purpose and a single heart. I can 
remember how I used to feel there, how 
beautiful everything about me was, and what 
life and power and freedom I felt in myself. 
When the window opens I know exactly how 
it would feel to be out there. But that garden 
is closed to me. How is it, I ask myself, 
that everything can be so different with me 
when nothing here has changed? Iam in 
my own house, in my own study, in the midst 
of all these quiet streets where my friends 
live. They are all safe andj at peace 
with themselves. But I am never at peace. 

K 
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I feel always on the edge of danger and 
change. 

I keep remembering locoed horses I used 
to see on the range when I was a boy. They 
changed like that. We used to catch them 
and put them up in the corral, and they de- 
veloped great cunning. They would pretend 
toeat their oats like the other horses, but we 
knew they were always scheming to get back 
at the loco. 

It seems that a man is meant to live only 
one life in this world. When he tries to live 
a second he develops another nature. I feel 
as if a second man had been grafted into me. 
At first he seemed only a pleasure-loving 
simpleton, of whose company I was rather 
ashamed, and whom I used to hide under my 
coat when I walked the Embankment in Lon- 
don. But now he is strong and sullen, and 
he is fighting for his life at the cost of 
mine. That is his one activity: to grow 
strong. No creature ever wanted so much to 
live. Eventually, I suppose, he will absorb 
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me altogether. Believe me, you will hate 
me then. 

And what have you to do, Hilda, with this 
ugly story? Nothing at all. The little boy 
drank of the prettiest brook in the forest and 
he became a stag. I write all this because I 
can never tell it to you, and because it seems 
as if I could not keep silent any longer. And 
because I suffer, Hilda. If any one I loved 
suffered like this, I’d want to know it. Help 
me, Hilda ! 

[bas 


CHAPTER IX 


On the last Saturday in April, the New York 
“Times” published an account of the strike 
complications which were delaying Alexander’s 
New Jersey bridge, and stated that the en- 
gineer himself was in town and at his office 
on West Tenth Street. 

On Sunday, the day after this notice ap- 
peared, Alexander worked all day at his Tenth 
Street rooms. His business often called him 
to New York, and he had kept an apartment 
there for years, sub-letting it when he went 
abroad for any length of time. Besides his 
sleeping-room and bath, there was a large 
room, formerly a painter’s studio, which he 
used as a study and office. It was furnished 
with the cast-off possessions of his bachelor 
days and with odd things which he sheltered 
for friends of his who followed itinerant and 
more or less artistic callings. Over the fire- 
place there was a large old-fashioned gilt 
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mirror. Alexander’s big work-table stood in 
front of one of the three windows, and above 
the couch hung the one picture in the room, 
a big canvas of charming colour and spirit, a 
study of the Luxembourg Gardens in early 
spring, painted in his youth by a man who 
had since become a portrait-painter of inter- 
national renown. He had done it for 
Alexander when they were students together 
in Paris. 


Sunday was a cold, raw day and a fine rain 
fell continuously. When Alexander came 
back from dinner he put more wood on his 
fire, made himself comfortable, and settled 
down at his desk, where he began checking 
over estimate sheets. It was after nine o’clock 
and he was lighting a second pipe, when he 
thought he heard a sound at his door. He 
started and listened, holding the burning 
match in his hand ; again he heard the same 
sound, like a firm, light tap. He rose and 
crossed the room quickly. When he threw 


*¢¢T thought I had to see you. That’s all, Good-night ; ’'m going 


now.’ She turned and her hand closed on the door-knob.” 
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open the door he recognized the figure that 
shrank back into the bare, dimly lit hall. 
He stood for a moment in awkward con- 
straint, his pipe in his hand. 

“Come in,” he said to Hilda at last, and 
closed the door behind her. He pointed toa 
chair by the fire and went back to his work- 
table. ‘‘ Won't you sit down?” 

He was standing behind the table, turning 
over a pile of blue prints nervously. The 
yellow light from the student’s lamp fell on 
his hands and the purple sleeves of his velvet 
smoking jacket, but his flushed face and big 
hard head were in the shadow. There was 
something about him that made Hilda wish 
herself at her hotel again, in the street below, 
anywhere but where she was. 

“ Of course I know, Bartley,” she said at 
last, “that after this you won’t owe me the 
least consideration. But we sail on Tuesday. 
I saw that interview in the paper yesterday, 
telling where you were, and I thought I had 
to see you. That’s all. Good-night ; I’m 


142. ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 


going now.” She turned and her hand closed 
on the door-knob. 

Alexander hurried toward her and took 
her gently by the arm. “Sit down, Hilda ; 
you're wet through. Let me take off your 
coat—and your boots ; they’re oozing water.” 
He knelt down and began to unlace her 
shoes, while Hilda shrank into the chair. 
“Here, put your feet on this stool. You 
don’t mean to say you walked down—and 
without over shoes!” 

Hilda hid her face in her hands. “1 was 
afraid to take a cab. Can’t you see, Bartley, 
that I’m terribly frightened? I’ve been 
through this a hundred times to-day. Don’t 
be any more angry than youcanhelp. I was 
all right until I knew you were in town. If 
you'd sent me a note, or telephoned to me, 
or anything! But you won’t let me write to 
you, and I had to see you after that letter, 
that terrible letter you wrote me when 
you got home.” 

Alexander faced her, resting his arm on the 
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mantelpiece behind him, and began to brush 
the sleeve of his jacket. “Is this the way 
you mean to answer it, Hilda?” he asked 
unsteadily. 

She was afraid to look upat him. ‘“ Didn’t 
—didn’t you mean even to say good-bye to 
me, Bartley ? Did you mean just to—leave 
me?” she asked. “I came to tell you that 
I'm willing to do as you asked me. But it’s 
no use talking about that now. Give me my 
things, please.”’ She put her hand out toward 
the fender. 

Alexander sat down on the arm of her 
chair. ‘Did you think I had forgotten you 
were in town, Hilda? Do you think | kept 
away by accident? Did you suppose I didn’t 
know you were sailing on Tuesday ? There 
is a letter for you there in my desk drawer. 
It was to have reached you on the steamer. 
1 was all the morning writing it. I told my- 
self that if I were really thinking of you and 
not of myself, a letter would be better than 
nothing. Marks on paper mean something 
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to you.” He paused. “They never did 
toime:” 

Hilda smiled up at him beautifully and put 
her hand on his sleeve. ‘Oh, Bartley ! 
Did you write to me? Why didn’t you 
telephone to me to let me know that you had ? 
Then I wouldn’t have come.” 

Alexander slipped his arm about her. “I 
didn’t know it before, Hilda, on my honour I 
didn’t, but I believe it was because, deep 
down in me somewhere, I was hoping I might 
drive you to do just this. I’ve watched 
that door all day. I’ve jumped up if the 
fire crackled. I think I have felt that 
you were coming.” He bent his face over 
her hair. 

“And I,” she whispered,—“I felt that 
you were feeling that. But when I came, I 
thought I had been mistaken.” 

Alexander started up and began to walk up 
and down the room. 

“No, you weren’t mistaken. I’ve been 
up in Canada with my bridge, and I arranged 
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not to come to New York until after you 
had gone. Then, when your manager added 
two more weeks, I was already committed.” 
He dropped upon the stool in front of her 
and sat with his hands hanging between his 
knees. ‘ What am I to do, Hilda ?” 

“* That’s what I wanted to see you about, 
Bartley. I’m going to do what you asked 
me to do, when you were in London. Only 
I'll do it more completely. I’m going to 
marry.” 

“Who ?” 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter much! Qne of 
them. Only not Mac. I’m too fond of him.” 

Alexander moved restlessly. “Are you 
joking, Hilda?” 

“Indeed I’m not.” 

“Then you don’t know what you’re 
talking about.” 

“Yes, I know very well. I’ve thought 
about it a great deal, and I’ve quite decided. 
I never used to understand how women did 
things like that, but 1 know now. It’s because 
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they can’t be at the mercy of the man they 
love any longer.” 

Alexander flushed angrily. “So it’s better 
to be at the mercy of a man you don’t 
love?” 

“ Under such circumstances, infinitely !”’ 

There was a flash in her eyes that made 
Alexander’s flinch, He got up and went 
over to the window, threw it open, and leaned 
out. He heard Hilda moving about behind 
him. When he looked over his shoulder she 
was lacing her boots. He went back and 
stood over her. 

“ Hilda, you’d better think a while longer 
before you do that. I don’t know what I 
ought to say, but I don’t believe you’d be 
happy ; truly I don’t. Aren’t you trying 
to frighten me ?” 

She tied the knot of the last lacing and 
put her boot-heel down firmly. “No; I’m 
telling you what I’ve made up my mind to 
do. I suppose I would better do it without 
telling you. But afterward I shan’t have 
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an opportunity to explain, for I shan’t be 
seeing you again.” 

Alexander started to speak, but caught 
himself. When Hilda rose he sat down on 
the arm of her chair and drew her back 
into it. 

“ ] wouldn’t be so much alarmed if I didn’t 
know how utterly reckless you can be. 
Don’t do anything like that rashly.” His 
face grew troubled. “You wouldn’t be 
happy. You are not that kind of woman. 
I'd never have another hour’s peace if I 
helped to make you do a thing like that.” 
He took her face between his hands and 
looked down into it. “ You see, you are 
different, Hilda. Don’t you know you 
are?” His voice grew softer, his touch 
more and more tender. “Some women 
can do that sort of thing, but you—you can 
love as queens did, in the old time.” 

Hilda had heard that soft, deep tone in 
his voice only once before. She closed her 
eyes; her lips and eyelids trembled. “Only — 
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one, Bartley. Only one. And he threw it 
back at me a second time.” 

She felt the strength leap in the arms that 
held her so lightly. 

“Try him again, Hilda. Try him once 
again.” 

She looked up into his eyes, and hid her 
face in her hands. 


CHAPTER x. 


On Tuesday afternoon a Boston lawyer, who 
had been trying a case in Vermont, was 
standing on the siding at White River 
Junction when the Canadian Express pulled 
by on its northward journey. As the day- 
_ coaches at the rear end of the long train 
swept by him, the lawyer noticed at one ot 
the windows a man’s head, with thick 
rumpled hair. “Curious,” he thought, 
“that looked like Alexander, but what 
would he be doing back there in the day- 
coaches?” 

It was, indeed, Alexander. 

That morning a telegram from Moorlock 
had reached him, telling him that there was 
serious trouble with the bridge and that he 
was needed there at once, so he had caught 
the first train out of New York. He had 
taken a seat in a day-coach to avoid the risk 
of meeting any one he knew, and because he 
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did not wish to be comfortable. When the 
telegram arrived, Alexander was at his rooms 
on Tenth Street, packing his bag to go to 
Boston. On Monday night he had written a 
long letter to his wife, but when morning came 
he was afraid to send it, and the letter was 
still in his pocket. Winifred was not a 
woman who could bear disappointment. She 
demanded a great deal of herself and of the 
people she loved ; and she never failed her- 
self. If he told her now, he knew, it would 
be irretrievable. There would be no going 
back. He would lose the thing he valued 
most in the world ; he would be destroying 
himself and his own happiness. There 
would be nothing for him afterwards. He 
seemed to see himself dragging out a restless 
existence on the Continent—Cannes, Hyeres, 
Algiers, Cairo—among smartly dressed, dis- 
abled men of every nationality; for ever 
going on journeys that led nowhere ; hurry- 
ing to catch trains that he might just as well 
miss ; getting up in the morning with a 
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great bustle and splashing of water, to begin 
a day that had no purpose and no meaning ; 
dining late to shorten the night, sleeping 
late to shorten the day. 

And for what? For a mere folly, a 
masquerade, a little thing that he could not let 
go. And he could even let it go, he told 
himself. But he had promised to be in 
London at midsummer, and he knew that he 
would go... . It was impossible to live 
like this any longer. 

And this, then, was to be the disaster that 
his old professor had foreseen for him : the 
crack in the wall, the crash, the cloud of 
dust. And he could not understand how it 
had come about. He felt that he himself 
was unchanged, that he was still there, the 
same man he had been five years ago, and 
that he was sitting stupidly by and letting 
some resolute offshoot of himself spoil his 
life for him. This new force was not he, it 
was but a part of him. He would not even 
admit that it was stronger than he; but it 
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was more active. It was by its energy that 
this new feeling got the better of him. His 
wife was the woman who had made his life, 
gratified his pride, given direction to his 
tastes and habits. The life they led together 
seemed to him beautiful. Winifred still was, 
as she had always been, Romance for him, 
and whenever he was deeply stirred he turned 
to her. When the grandeur and beauty of 
the world challenged him—as it challenges 
even the most self-absorbed people — he 
always answered with her name. That was 
his reply to the question put by the mountains 
and the stars ; to all the spiritual aspects of 
life. In his feeling for his wife there was all 
the tenderness, all the pride, all the devotion 
of which he was capable. There was every- 
thing but energy; the energy of youth 
which must register itself and cut its name 
before it passes. This new feeling was so fresh, 
so unsatisfied and light of foot. It ran and 
was not wearied, anticipated him everywhere. 
It put a girdle round the earth while he was 
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going from New York to Moorlock. At 
this moment, it was tingling through him, 
exultant, and live as quicksilver, whispering, 
“Tn July you will be in England.” 

Already he dreaded the long, empty days 
at sea, the monotonous Irish coast, the 
sluggish passage up the Mersey, the flash of 
the boat train through the summer country. 
He closed his eyes and gave himself up to 
the feeling of rapid motion and to swift, 
terrifying thoughts. He was sitting like 
this, his face shaded by his hand, when the 
Boston lawyer saw him from the siding at 
White River Junction. 

When at last Alexander roused himself, 
the afternoon had waned to sunset. The 
train was passing through a gray country and 
the sky overhead was flushed with a wide 
flood of clear colour. There was a rose- 
coloured light over the gray rocks and hills 
and meadows. Off to the left, under the 
approach of a weather-stained wooden bridge, 
a group of boys were sitting round a little 
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fire. The smell of the wood smoke blew in 
at the window. Except for an old farmer, 
jogging along the high road in his wagon, 
there was not another living creature to be 
seen. Alexander looked back wistfully at 
the boys, camped on the edge of a little 
marsh, crouching under their shelter and 
looking gravely at their fire. They took his 
mind back a long way, to a camp fire on a 
sandbar in a Western river, and he wished 
he could go back and sit down with them. 
He could remember exactly how the world 
had looked then. 

It was quite dark and Alexander was still 
thinking of “the boys,’ when it occurred to 
him that the train must be nearing Allway. 
In going to his new bridge at Moorlock he 
had always to pass through Allway. The 
train stopped at Allway Mills, then wound 
two miles up the river, and then the hollow 
sound under his feet told Bartley that he was 
on his first bridge again. The bridge seemed 
longer than it had ever seemed before, and he 
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was glad when he felt the beat of the wheels 
on the solid railroad again. Hedid not like 
coming and going across that bridge, or re- 
membering the man who built it. And was 
he, indeed, the same man who used to walk 
that bridge at night, promising such things to 
himself and to the stars? And yet he could 
remember it all so well: the quiet hills 
sleeping in the moonlight, the slender skeleton 
of the bridge reaching out into the river, and 
up yonder, alone on the hill, the big white 
house ; upstairs, in Winifred’s window, the 
light that told him she was still awake and 
still thinking of him. And after the light 
went out he walked alone, taking the heavens 
into his confidence, unable to tear himself 
away from the white magic of the night, un- 
willing to sleep because longing was so sweet 
to him, and because, for the first time since 
first the hills were hung with moonlight, there 
was a lover in the world. And always there 
was the sound of the rushing water under- 
neath, the sound which, more than anything 
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else, meant death ; the wearing away of things 
under the impact of physical forces which 
men could direct but never circumvent or 
diminish. Then, in the exaltation of love, 
more than ever it seemed to him to mean 
death, the only other thing as strong as love. 
Under the moon, under the cold, splendid 
stars, there were only those two things awake 
and sleepless ; death and love, the rushing 
river and his burning heart. 

Alexander sat up and looked about him. 
The train was tearing on through the darkness 
All his companions in the day-coach were 
either dozing or sleeping heavily, and the 
murky lamps were turned low. How came he 
here among all these dirty people? Why was 
he going to London? What did it mean— 
what was the answer? How could this 
happen to a man who had lived through that 
magical spring and summer, and who had felt 
that the stars themselves were but flaming 
particles in the far-away infinitudes of his 
love. 
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What had he done to lose it ? How could 
he endure the baseness of life without it ? 
And with every revolution of the wheels 
beneath him, the unquiet quicksilver in his 
breast told him that at midsummer he would 
be in London. He remembered his last 
night there: the red foggy darkness, the 
hungry crowds before the theatres, the 
hand-organs, the feverish rhythm of the 
blurred, crowded streets, and the feeling of 
letting himself go with the crowd. He 
shuddered and looked about him at the poor 
unconscious companions of his journey, un- 
kempt and travel-stained, now doubled in un- 
lovely attitudes, who had come to stand to 
him for the ugliness he had brought into the 
world. 

And those boys back there, beginning it all 
just as he had begun it; he wished he could 
promise them better luck. Ah, if one could 
promise anyone better luck, if one could 
assure a single human being of happiness ! He 
had thought he could do so, once ; and it 
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was thinking of that that he at last fell asleep. 
In his sleep, as if it had nothing fresher to 
work upon, his mind went back and tortured 
itself with something years and years away, 
an old, long-forgotten sorrow of his childhood. 

When Alexander awoke in the morning, 
the sun was just rising through pale golden 
ripples of cloud, and the fresh yellow light 
was vibrating through the pine woods. The 
white birches, with their little unfolding 
leaves, gleamed in the lowlands, and the 
marsh meadows were already coming to life 
with their first green, a thin, bright colour 
which had run over them like fire. As the 
train rushed along the trestles, thousands of 
wild-birds rose screaming into the light. The 
sky was already a pale blue and of the clear- 
ness of crystal. Bartley caught up his bag 
and hurried through the Pullman coaches 
until he found the conductor. There was 
a state room unoccupied, and he took it and 
set about changing his clothes. Last night 
he would not have believed that anything 
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could be so pleasant as the cold water he 
dashed over his head and shoulders and the 
freshness of clean linen on his body. 

After he had dressed, Alexander sat down 
at the window and drew into his lungs deep 
breaths of the pine-scented air. He had 
awakened with all his old sense of power. He 
could not believe that things were as bad 
with him as they had seemed last night, that 
there was no way to set them entirely right. 
Even if he went to London at midsummer, 
what would that mean except that he was a 
fool ? And he had been a fool before. That 
was not the reality of his life. Yet he knew 
that he would go to London, 

Half an hour later the train stopped at 
Moorlock. Alexander sprang to the platform 
and hurried up the siding, waving to Philip 
Horton, one of his assistants, who was 
anxiously looking up at the windows of the 
coaches. Bartley took his arm and they went 
together into the station buffet. 

“T’ll have my coffee first, Philip. Have 
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you had yours? And now, what seems to 
be the matter up here ?” 

The young man, ina hurried, nervous way, 
began his explanation. 

But Alexander cut him short. ‘ When 
did you stop work ?” he asked sharply. 

The young engineer looked confused. “I 
haven’t stopped work yet, Mr. Alexander. 
I didn’t feel that I could go so far without 
definite authorization from you.” 

“Then why didn’t you say in your tele- 
gram exactly what you thought, and ask for 
your authorization ? You'd have got it quick 
enough.” 

“Well, really, Mr. Alexander, I couldn’t be 
absolutely sure, you know, and I didn’t like 
to take the responsibility of making it public.” 

Alexander pushed back his chair and rose. 
“ Anything I do can be made public, Phil. 
You say that you believe the lower chords 
are showing strain, and that even the work- 
men have been talking about it, and yet 
you've gone on adding weight.” 
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“I’m sorry, Mr. Alexander, but I had 
counted on your getting here yesterday. My 
first telegram missed you somehow. I sent 
one Sunday evening, to the same address, but 
it was returned to me.” 

“‘ Have you a carriage out there? I must 
stop to send a wire.” 

Alexander went up to the telegraph-desk 
and pencilled the following message to his 
— wife :-— 

1 may have to be here for some time. Can 
you come up at once? Urgent. 

BaRTLEY. 

The Moorlock Bridge lay three miles 
above the town. When they were seated in 
the carriage, Alexander began to question his 
assistant further. If it were true that the 
compression members showed strain, with the 
bridge only two-thirds done, then there was 
nothing to do but pull the whole structure 
down and begin over again. Horton kept 
repeating that he was sure there could be 
nothing wrong with the estimates. 
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Alexander grew impatient. “ That’s all 
true, Phil, but we never were justified in 
assuming that a scale that was perfectly safe 
for an ordinary bridge would work with any- 
thing of such length. It’s all very well on 
paper, but it remains to be seen whether it can 
be done in practice. I should have thrown 
up the job when they crowded me. It’s all 
nonsense to try to do what other engineers 
are doing when you know they’re not sound.” 

“ But just now, when there is such com- 
petition,” the younger man _ demurred. 
“And certainly that’s the new line of 
development.” 

Alexander shrugged his shoulders and 
made no reply. 

When they reached the bridge works, 
Alexander began his examination immediately. 
An hour later he sent for the superintendent. 
“T think you had better stop work out there 
at once, Dan. I should say that the lower 
chord here might buckle at any moment. 
I told the Commission that we were using 
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higher unit stresses than any practice has 
established, and we’ve put the dead load at 
a low estimate. Theoretically it worked out 
well enough, but it had never actually been 
tried.’ Alexander put on his overcoat and 
took the superintendent by the arm. ‘Don't 
look so chop-fallen, Dan. It’s a nuisance, 
but we've got to face it. It isn’t the end of 
the world, you know. Now we'll go out 
and call the men off quietly. They’re 
already nervous, Horton tells me, and there’s 
no use alarming them. I'll go with you and 
we'll send the end riveters in first.” 
Alexander and the superintendent picked 
their way out slowly over the long span. 
They went deliberately, stopping to see what 
each gang was doing, as if they were on an 
ordinary round of inspection. When they 
reached the end of the river span, Alexander 
nodded to the superintendent, who quietly 
gave an order to the foreman. The men in 
the end gang picked up their tools and, 
glancing curiously at each other, started 
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back across the bridge toward the river-bank. 
Alexander himself remained standing where 
they had been working, looking about him. 
It was hard to believe, as he looked back 
over it, that the whole great span was 
incurably disabled, was already as good as 
condemned, because something was out of 
line in the lower chord of the cantilever arm. 

The end riveters had reached the bank and 
were dispersing among the tool-houses, and 
the second gang had picked up their tools 
and were starting towards the shore. 
Alexander, still standing at the end of the 
river span, saw the lower chord of the 
cantilever arm give a little, like an elbow 
bending. He shouted and ran after the 
second gang, but by this time every one 
knew that the big river span was slowly 
settling. There was a burst of shouting 
that was immediately drowned by the scream 
and cracking of tearing iron, as all the 
tension work began to pull asunder. Once 
the chords began to buckle, there were 
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thousands of tons of iron-work, all riveted 
together and lying in midair without support. 
It tore itself to pieces with roaring and 
grinding and noises that were like the shrieks 
of a steam whistle. There was no shock ot 
any kind ; the bridge had no impetus except 
from its own weight. It lurched neither to 
right nor left, but sank almost in a vertical 
line, snapping and breaking and tearing as it 
- went, because no integral part could bear for 
an instant the enormous strain loosed upon 
it. Some of the men jumped and some ran, 
trying to make the shore. 

At the first shriek of the tearing iron, 
Alexander jumped from the downstream side 
of the bridge. He struck the water without 
injury and disappeared. He was under the 
river a long time and had great difficulty in 
holding his breath. When it seemed im- 
possible, and his chest was about to heave, 
he thought he heard his wife telling him 
that he could hold out a little longer. An 
instant later his face cleared the water. For 
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a moment, in the depths of the river, he had 
realized what it would mean to die a 
hypocrite, and to lie dead under the last 
abandonment of her tenderness. But once 
in the light and air, he knew he should live 
to tell her and to recover all he had lost. 
Now, at last, he felt sure of himself. He 
was not startled. It seemed to him that he 
had been through something of this sort 
before. There was nothing horrible about 
it. This, too, was life, and life was activity, 
just as it was in Boston or in London. He 
was himself, and there was something to be 
done ; everything seemed perfectly natural. 
Alexander was a strong swimmer, but he had 
gone scarcely a dozen strokes when the bridge 
itself, which had been settling faster and 
faster, crashed into the water behind him. 
Immediately the river was full of drowning 
men. A gang of French Canadians fell 
almost on top of him. He thought he had 
cleared them, when they began coming up 
all around him, clutching at him and at each 
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other. Some of them could swim, but they 
were either hurt or crazed with fright. 
Alexander tried to beat them off, but there 
were too many of them. One caught him 
about the neck, another gripped him about 
the middle, and they went down together. 
When he sank, his wife seemed to be there 
in the water beside him, telling him to keep 
his head, that if he could hold out the men 
would drown and release him. There was 
something he wanted to tell his wife, but he 
could not think clearly for the roaring in his 
ears. Suddenly he remembered what it was. 
He caught his breath, and then she let him 


go. 


The work of recovering the dead went on 
all day and all the following night. By the 
next morning forty-eight bodies had been 
taken out of the river, but there were still 
twenty missing. Many of the men had fallen 
with the bridge and were held down under 
the débris. Early on the morning of the 

M 


168 ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 


second day a closed carriage was driven slowly 
along the river-bank and stopped a little 
below the works, where the river boiled and 
churned about the great iron carcass which 
lay in a straight line two-thirds across it. The 
carriage stood there hour after hour, and 
word soon spread among the crowds on the 
shore that its occupant was the wife of the 
Chief Engineer ; his body had not yet been 
found. The widows of the lost workmen, 
moving up and down the bank with shawls 
over their heads, some of them carrying 
babies, looked at the rusty hired hack many 
times that morning. They drew near it and 
walked about it, but none of them ventured 
to peer within. Even half-indifferent sight- 
seers dropped their voices as they told a new- 
comer : “ You see that carriage over there ? 
That’s Mrs. Alexander. They haven’t found 
him yet. She got off the train this morning. 
Horton met her. She heard it in Boston 
yesterday—heard the news-boys crying it in 
the street.” 
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At noon Philip Horton made his way 
through the crowd with a tray and a tin 
coffee-pot from the camp kitchen. When he 
reached the carriage he found Mrs. Alexander 
just as he had left her in the early morning, 
leaning forward a little, with her hand on the 
lowered window, looking at the river. Hour 
after hour she had been watching the water, 
the lonely, useless stone towers, and the con- 
vulsed mass of iron wreckage over which the 
angry river continually spat up its yellow 
foam. 

“Those poor women out there, do 
they blame him very much ?”’ she asked, as 
she handed the coffee-cup back to Horton. 

“‘ Nobody blames him, Mrs. Alexander. If 
any one is to blame, I’m afraid it’s I. I should 
have stopped work before he came. He said 
so as soon as I met him. I tried to get him 
here a day earlier, but my telegram missed 
him, somehow. Hedidn’t have time really to 
explain to me. If he’d got here on Monday, 
he’d have had all the men off at once. But, 


170 ALEXANDER’S BRIDGES 


you see, Mrs. Alexander, such a thing never 
happened before. According to all human 
calculations, it simply couldn’t happen.” 

Horton leaned wearily against the front 
wheel of the cab. He had not had his clothes 
off for thirty hours, and the stimulus of vio- 
lent excitement was beginning to wear off. 

“ Don’t be afraid to tell me the worst, Mr. 
Horton. Don’t leave me to the dread of 
finding out things that people may be saying. 
If he is blamed, if he needs any one to speak 
for him,’’—for the first time her voice broke 
and a flush of life, tearful, painful and con- 
fused, swept over her rigid pallor—if he 
needs any one, tell me, show me what to do.” 
She began to sob, and Horton hurried away. 

When he came back at four o’clock in the 
afternoon he was carrying his hat in his hand, 
and Winifred knew as soon as she saw him 
that they had found Bartley. She opened the 
carriage door before he reached her and 
stepped to the ground. 

Horton put out his hand as if to hold her 
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back and spoke pleadingly : “ Won't you 
drive up to my house, Mrs. Alexander ? 
They will take him up there.” 

“Take me to him now, please: I shall 
not make any trouble.” 

The group of men down under the river- 
bank fell back when they saw a woman 
coming, and one of them threw a tarpaulin 
over the stretcher. They took off their hats 
and caps as Winifred approached, and:although 
she had pulled her veil down over her face 
they did not look up at her. She was taller 
than Horton, and some of the men thought 
she was the tallest woman they had ever seen. 
“ As tall as himself,’”’ some one whispered. 
Horton motioned to the men, and six of them 
lifted the stretcher and began to carry it up the 
embankment. Winifred followed them the 
half-mile to Horton’s house. She walked 
quietly, without once breaking down or 
stumbling. When the bearers put the 
stretcher down in Horton’s spare bedroom, 
she thanked them and gave her hand to each 
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in turn. The men went out of the house 
and through the yard with their caps in their 
hands. They were too much confused to 
say anything as they went down the hill. 

Horton himself was almost as deeply per- 
plexed. “Mamie,” he said to his wife, when 
he came out of the spare room half an hour 
later, “will you take Mrs. Alexander the 
things she needs? She is going to do every- 
thing herself. Just stay about where you 
can hear her and go in if she wants you.” 

Everything happened as Alexander had 
foreseen in that moment of prescience under 
the river. With her own hands she washed 
him clean of every mark of disaster. All 
night he was alone with her in the still house, 
his great head lying deep in the pillow. In 
the pocket of his coat Winifred found the 
letter that he had written her the night before 
he left New York, water-soaked and illegible, 
but because of its length, she knew it had 
been meant for her. 

For Alexander death was an easy creditor. 
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Fortune, which had smiled upon him consis- 
tently all his life, did not desert him in the 
‘end. His harshest critics did not doubt that, 
had he lived, he would have retrieved himself. 
Even Lucius Wilson did not see in this 
accident the disaster he had once foretold. 

When a great man dies in his prime there 

is no surgeon who can say whether he did 
well; whether or not the future was his, as 
it seemed to be. The mind that society had 
come to regard as a powerful and trustworthy 
machine, dedicated to its service, may for a 
long time have been sick within itself and 

bent upon its own destruction. 


EPILOGUE 


ProressoR Whitson had been living in 
London for six years and he was just back 
from a visit to America. One afternoon, 
soon after his return, he put on his frock-coat 
and drove in a hansom to pay a call upon 
Hilda Burgoyne, who still lived at her old 
number, off Bedford Square. He and Miss 
Burgoyne had been fast friends for a long 
time. He had first noticed her about the 
corridors of the British Museum, where he 
read constantly. Her being there so often 
had made him feel that he would like to 
know her, and as she was not an inaccessible 
person, an introduction was not difficult. 
The preliminaries once over, they came to 
depend a great deal upon each other, and 
Wilson, after his day’s reading, often went 
round to Bedford Square for his tea. They 
had much more in common than their 
memories of a common friend. Indeed, 
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they seldom spoke of him. They saved 
that for the deep moments which do not 
come often, and then their talk of him was 
mostly silence. Wilson knew that Hilda 
had loved him ; more than this he had not 
tried to know. 

It was late when Wilson reached Hilda’s 
apartment on this particular December after- 
noon, and he found her alone. She sent for 
fresh tea and made him comfortable, as 
she had such a knack of making people 
comfortable. 

“How good you were to come back before 
Christmas! I quite dreaded the Holidays 
without you. You've helped me over a good 
many Christmases.’’ She smiled at him gaily. 

“As if you needed me for that! But, at 
any rate, I needed you. How well you are 
looking, my dear, and how rested.” 

He peered up at her from his low chair, 
balancing the tips of his long fingers together 
in a judicial manner which had grown on him 
with years. 
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Hilda laughed as she carefully poured out 
his cream. ‘That means that I was looking 
very seedy at the end of the season, doesn’t it ? 
Well, we must show wear at last, you know.” 

Wilson took the cup gratefully. “Ah, no 
need to remind a man of seventy, who has 
just been home to find that he has survived 
all his contemporaries. I was most gently 
treated—as a sort of precious relic. But, do 
you know, it made me feel awkward to be 
~ hanging about still.” 

“Seventy? Never mention it to me.” 
Hilda looked appreciatively at the Professor’s 
alert face, with so many kindly lines about the 
mouth and so many quizzical ones about the 
eyes. ‘“ You’ve got to hang about for me, 
you know. I can’t even let you go home 
again. You must stay—now that I have you 
back. You're the realest thing I have.” 

Wilson chuckled. “Dear me, am I? 
Out of so many conquests and the spoils of 
conquered cities! You've really missed me ? 
Well, then, I shall hang. Even if you have 
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at last to put me in the mummy-room with 
the others. You'll visit me often, won’t 
you?” 

“ Every day in the calendar. Here, your 
cigarettes are in this drawer, where you left 


? 


them.” She struck a match and lit one for 
him. “But you did, after all, enjoy being at 
home again ?” 

“Oh, yes. I found the long railway 
journeys trying. People live a thousand 
miles apart. But I did it thoroughly ; I was 
all over the place. It was in Boston I 
lingered longest.” 

“Ah, you saw Mrs, Alexander ?” 

“ Often. I dined with her, and had tea 
there a dozen different times, I should think. 
Indeed, it was to see her that I lingered on 
and on. I found that I still loved to go to 
the house. It always seemed as if Bartley 
were there, somehow, and that at any 
moment one might hear his heavy tramp on 
the stairs. Do you know, I kept feeling 
that he must be up in his study.’’ The 
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Professor looked reflectively into the grate. 
“*T should really have liked to go up there. 
That was where I had my last long talk with 
him. But Mrs. Alexandernever suggested it.” 

EWihy ? 

Wilson was a little startled by her tone, 
and he turned his head so quickly that his 
cuff-link caught the string of his eye-glasses 
and pulled them awry. “Why? Why, 
dear me, I don’t know. She probably 
never thought of it.” 

Hilda bit her lip. “I don’t know what 
made me say that. I didn’t mean to interrupt. 
Go on, please, and tell me how it was.” 

“Well, it was like that. Almost as if he 
were there, In a way, he really is there. 
She never lets him go. It’s the most beauti- 
ful and dignified sorrow I’ve ever known. 
It’s so beautiful that it has its compensations, 
I should think. Its very completeness is a 
compensation. It gives her a fixed star to 
steer by. She doesn’t drift. We sat there 
evening after evening in the quiet of that 
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magically haunted room, and watched the 
sunset burn on the river, and felt him. Felt 
him with a difference, of course.” 

Hilda leaned forward, her elbow on her 
knee, her chin on her hand. “ With a 
difference ? Because of her, you mean?” 

Wilson’s brow wrinkled. ‘Something 
like that, yes. Of course, as time goes on, 
to her he becomes more and more their 
simple personal relation.” 

Hilda studied the droop of the Professor’s 
head intently. “You didn’t altogether like 
that ? You felt it wasn’t wholly fair to him ?”’ 

Wilson shook himself and readjusted his 
glasses. ‘Oh, fair enough. More than fair. 
Of course, F always felt that my image of him 
was just a little different from hers. No 
relation is so complete that it can hold abso- 
lutely all of a person. And I liked him just 
as he was; his deviations, too; the places 
where he didn’t square.” 

Hilda considered vaguely. ‘Has she 
grown much older ?”’ she asked at last. 
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~“ Yes, and no. In a tragic way she is even 

handsomer. But colder. Cold for everything 
but him. ‘ Forget thyself to marble’ ; I kept 
thinking of that. Her happiness was a 
happiness 2 deux, not apart from the world, 
but actually against it. And now her grief 
is like that. She saves herself for it and 
doesn’t even go through the form of seeing 
people much. I’m sorry ; it would be better 
_ for her, and might be so good for them, if 
she could let other people in.” 

“Perhaps she’s afraid of letting him out a 
little, of sharing him with somebody.” 

Wilson put down his cup and looked up 
with vague alarm. ‘Dear me, it takes a 
woman to think of that, now! I don’t, you 
know, think we ought to be hard on her. 
More, even, than the rest of us she didn’t 
choose her destiny. She underwent it. And 
it has left her chilled. As to her not wishing 
to take the world into her confidence—well 
it isa pretty brutal and stupid world, after 
all, you know.” 
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Hilda leaned forward. ‘“ Yes, I know, I 
know. Only I can’t help being glad that 
there was something for him even in stupid 
and vulgar people. My little Marie wor- 
shipped him. When she is dusting I always 
know when she has come to his picture.”’ 

Wilson nodded. “Oh, yes! He left an 
echo. The ripples go on in all of us. He 
belonged to the people who make the play, 
and most of us are only onlookers at the 
best. We shouldn’t wonder too much at 
Mrs. Alexander. She must feel how useless 
it would be to go about, that she may as well 
sit still; that nothing can happen to her 
after Bartley.” 

“Yes,” said Hilda softly, “nothing can 
happen to one after Bartley.” 

They both sat looking into the fire. 


THE END. 
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irmstrong, Sir Walter. GAINSBOROUGH 
AND HIS PLACE JIN ENGLISH ART. 48 
Plates. Pop. Edit. Roy. 8vo. 15s. nu. 


mstrong, Sir Walter. SIR HENRY RAE- 
IBURN. Introduction by R. A. M. STEVENSON. 
mp. 4to. 66 Photogray. 2 Lithogr. £5 6s. nu. 


dscoffier, A. 


Armstrong, Sir Walter. SIR JOSHUA 
REYNOLDS. 70 Photogray. and 6 Lithogr. 
in Col. Imp. dto. £5 5s n. Pop. Edit. 
Roy. 8vo. Illus, 15s, n. 

Ars Una, Species Mille. 

Cr. 8vo. Tlus. Each 6s, n. 


HOURTICQ, M. LOUIS: ART IN FRANCE. 

ARMSTRONG, Sir WALTER; THE ART OF 
GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND. 

RICCI, CORRADO : ART IN NORTHERN 
ITALY. 


Barham, R. H. THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS, 
OR, MIRTH AND MARVELS. By, SHOMAS 
INGOLDSBY, Esq. Col. Plates and Mllus. by 
ARTHUR RacKHAM. Cr, 4to. 15s. De. 


Baroque Art in Italy. Edit. and Introd. by 
ce CORRADO RICCI, 250 full-page Plates. 
4to. 25s. De 


Beédier, Joseph. ROMANCE OF TRISTRAM 
AND ISEULT. Transl. fr. the French by 
FLORENCE SIMMONDS, Illus. by Maurice 
Latav. Cr, 400. 16s. n. 


Collins, W. W. CATHEDRAL CITIES OF 
ITALY. 56 Col. Plates. Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


Collins, W. W. CATHEDRAL CITIES OF 
SPAIN. 60Col. Plates. Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


Craig, Gordon. ON THE ART OF THE 
THEATRE. 16 Illus. by the Author. 
Large Crown 8yo. Boards. Cloth back. 6s. n. 


Dallmeyer, Thomas R. TELEPHOTO- 
GRAPHY. 4to. Illus. 15s. n. 


Dobson, Austin. WILLIAM HOGARTH. 
Introd. by Sir WALTER ARMSTRONG. 
Plates. in Photogr. and Facs. Imp. 4to. 
£5 5s. n. Cheap. Ed. 76 Illus. Demy 8vo. 6s. n. 


Fenollosa, Ernest Francisco. EPOCHS OF 
CHINESE AND JAPANESE ART, 2 vols. 
Fully illustrated. Crown 4to. 30s. n. 


Fouqué, Dela Motte. UNDINE. Adapted by 
W,. L. COURTNEY. Col. Illus. by AnrouR 
- RackwaM. Cr. 4to, 7s. 6d. n. 


Furtwangler, Adolf. MASTERPIECES, OF 
GREBK SCULPTURE. Edit. by EOUGENIE 
SELLERS. 19 full-page Plates and 200 text 
Illus. Imp. 8vo. £3 33. n. 


Gilbert, George. CATHEDRAL CITIES OF 
ENGLAND. 60 Col. Plates by W. W. Couurns. 
Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


Great Engravers. 
Edited by ARTHUR M. HIND. 
Large Crown 8vo. Illus. 


DURER. 

JOHN RAPHAEL SMITH. 
WATTEAU, BOUCHER, 
MANTEGNA, 

GOYA. 

VAN DYCK. 


Each 2s, 6d. n. 


WILLIAM HEINEMANN, LONDON 


ARTS (Fine)—contnwed. 


BEAUTY AND Aut 
es Se 


Heaton, 
Cr. 8vo. 


Aldam. 


Heine, Heinrich. THE SALON, Transl. by 


CHARLES GODFREY LELAND. Cr. &vo. 
Tilus, 5s. 
Hincks, Marcelle Azra. THE JAPANESE 
DANCE. Cr. 4to. 2s, D. 
Hourticq, Louis, ART IN FRANC#, Illus. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 6s. 1. 
Keary, E. M. A CATALOGUE OF THE 


ACCADEMIA DELLE BELLE ARTI AT 
VENICE. Cr. 8yo. 2s.6d.n. Paper, 2s. n. 


CATHE- 
60 Col, Plates 
Demy 8yo. 16s. n. 


Marshall, Herbert and Hester. 
DRAL CITIES OF FRANCE. 
by HERBERT MARSHALL, 


Meynell, Mrs. Alice. 
8: SARGENT, R.A. 
gray. and 4 Lithogr. 


THE WORK OF JOHN 
Imp. 4to. 58 Photo- 
£6 6s. n. 


Michel, Emile. GREAT MASTERS OF LAND- 
SCAPE PAINTING. Fr. the French. 170 
Illus. and 40 Photogray. Imp. 8vo. 30s. 1. 


Michel, Emilee REMBRANDT HARMENSZ 
VAN RYN. 70 Plates. 4to. 80s. n. 


Michel, Emile. REMBRANDT, HIS LIFE, HIS 
WORK, AND HIS TIME. Fr. the French by 
FLORENCE SIMMONDS. Wait. by FREDERICK 
WEDMORE. 2 vols. 76 full-page Plates 
and 250 Text Illus. £2 2s. n. Wdit. de Luxe 
on Japan. vellum with India proof duplicates 
of the Photogray. £12 12s,n. Cheap Edit. in 
one volume, 21s. n. 


Michel, Emile. RUBENS. Transl, by ELIZA- 
BETH LEE. 2vols. Imp. 8vo. Col. Plates, 


Photogray., and Text Ilus. £2 2s. n. 
Millet, Jean Francois. THE DRAWINGS 
OF JEAN FRANCOIS MILLET. 50 facs. 


Reprod. and Introd. by LEONCE BENEDITE. 
Imp. 4to. £4 4s, n. 


Muntz, Eugene. LEONARDO DA VINCI. 
‘ 2 vols. 48 Plates, and 252 Text Illus. Imp. 8vo. 
£2 2s. n. 


Nicholson, William. AN ALMANAC OF 
TWELVE SPORTS. Words by RUDYARD 
KIPLING. 12 Col. Plates. 4to. Boards, 2s. 6d. 
A few sets of the Plates printed fr. the 
orig. wood blocks and hand-col. by the artist, 
in Portfolio. £21 n. 


Nicholson, William, AN ALPHABET. 26 
+ Col. Plates. 4to. Boards, 5s. Lib. Edit. on 
Dutch hand-made paper. 12s. 6d. n. A few 
sets of the Plates printed fr. the orig. wood 
blocks and hand-col. by the artist, in Portfolio. 
£21 n. 

Nicholson, William. CHARACTERS OF 
ROMANCE. A Portfolio of 16 Prints in 
Colours, of Characters Famous in Fiction. In 
Portfolio. 42s. n. 


Nicholson, William. LONDON TYPES. 12 
Col. Plates. 4to. 5s. A few sets of the Plates 
printed fr. the orig. wood blocks and col. by 
the artist, in Portfolio, £21 n. 

\ 


THE SQUARE BOOK 
Boards, 5s. Ltd. Edit. 
12s. 6d. ne 


Nicholson, William. 
OF ANIMALS. 4to. 
on Japan. Vellum. 


Nicho!son, William. 12 PORTRAITS. Port-— 
folio. I. 2ls.n. Separate Portraits. 2s. 6d. mn. — 
A few sets of the Plates have been taken fr. the — 
orig. wood block and hand-col. by the es * 

De? 


ee 
& 


Nicholson, Willlam. 12 PORTRAITS. II. 
Series. Portfolio. 21s. n. Separate Portraits. — 
2s. 6d.n. <A few sets of the Plates have been 

taken fr. the orig. wood block and hand-col. by 


the artist. £21 ne 


Pennell, E. R. and J. THE LIFE OF JAMES 
McNEILL WHISTLER. 2 volumes. 4to. Illus, — 
Boards, cloth back. 
Cheap Hdit. 


86s. D. 
12s, 6d. ne 


Reinach, Salomon. APOLLO. Fr. the French 


by FLORENCE SIMMONDS. 600 Illus. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. n. Leather. 8s. 6d. ne 
Ricci, Corrado. ANTONIO ALLEGRI DA_ 


CORREGGIO. Fr. the Italian by FLORENCE 
SIMMONDS. 37 full-page Plates and 190 Text 
Illus. Imp. 8yo. 2 23, Doe 


Ricci, Corrado. ART IN NORTHERN ITALY, 
Cr. 8yo. Illus. 6s. De 


Ruskin,, John. SESAME AND LILIES. In: 
trod. by T. CARTIVRIGUT. 6d. n, Leather, 1s. ne 


Seidiitz, W. von. AHISTORY OF JAPANES 
COLOUR PRINTS. Col. Illus. and Black an 
White. Cr. 4to. 25s. 


Shakespeare, William. THE MERRY WIVES 
OF WINDSOR. Illus. by Huan TxHomso 
Crown 4to. 15s. n. Edit. de luxe. Cr. 4to, £2 2s. 


Shakespeare, William. A MIDSUMMER 
NIGHT'S DREAM. Col. Illus. by Artuu 
Rackuam. Cr. 4to, lds. 


Shelley, Percy Bysshe. THE SENSITIV. 
PLANT. Illus. by CHarLes Rosinson. 
Cr. 4to. 15s. 


Short, Ernest H. A HISTORY OF SCUL 
TURE. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 6s. 


Tyndale, Walter. BELOW THE CATARACT 
60 Col. Plates. Demy Syo. 16s, 1. 


Wagner, Richard. THE RING OF TH 
NIBLUNG. Transl. by MARGARET ARMOU. 
Vol. I. Rhinegold and the Valkyrie. Vol. IL. 
Siegfried and the Twilight of the Gods. Ilv 
by ARTHUR RackHAm. Cr. 4to. each Vol. 15s. 0 


Whistler, James McNeill. THE GENTLE 
ART OF MAKING ENEMIES. Pott 4to 
Boards. Cloth back. 10s, 6d. 


Wickhoff, Franz. ROMAN ART. Transl. 
and Edit. by Mrs. S. ARTHUR STRONG. 14 
Plates and numerous Text Illus. Roy. Svo 


Witt, Robert C. 


THE NATION AND ITs 
ART TREASURE, 


Cr. 8vo. Paper. 1s. 


ARTS. 


(Military and Navai:) 


General Staff.”» THE WRITING ON THE 
WALL, Cr. 8vo. Maps. 3s. 6d. 1. 


aughton, Sir John Knox. FROM HOWARD 
TO NELSON. 12 Sailors. Cr. 8vo. Portraits 
and Maps. 6s. 


eckler-Ferryman, Major A. F. ANNALS 
OF SANDHURST. A Chronicle of the Royal 
Military College from its Foundation to the 
Present Day. Demy 8vo. Illus. 5s. 


ilkinson, Spenser, ed. FROM CROMWELL 


TO WELLINGTON. 12 Soldiers. Introd. 
by LORD ROBERTS. Cr. 8yo. Portraits and 
Plans. 6s. 


yndham, Horace. THE QUEEN’S SER- 
VICE: being the Experiences of a Private 
Soldier in the British Infantry at Home and 
Abroad, Cr. Syo, 3s. 6d. 


ARTS. 
(Useful.) 


Ae Alphonse. THE CONQUEST OF THE 
AIR. 83 Exp. Diagrams and 48 Plates. Pop. 
Mdit. Cr. Svo. 6s. 2. 


ake, J. P., and Reveirs-Hopkins, A. E. 
i ITTLE BOOKS ABOUT OLD FURNITURE. 
4) TUDOR TO STUART. (2) QUEEN ANNE. 

each vol. 2s, 6d. n. 


anchan, Neltje. THE AMERICAN FLOWER 
JARDEN, 92full-page Photogr. Cr. 4to. 21s. n. 


ard, Henry S., and Hus, Henri. WATER- 
-ILIES AND HOW TO GROW THEM. 
. 8vo. Illus, 2s. 6d. n. 


iwanger, H. B. THE ROSE, a Treatise on 
the Cultivation. Introduce. by GEORGE Mf. 
ELLWANGER. 12mo. 5s. 


rby, A.M. DAFFODILS, NARCISSUS, and 
how to grow them as hardy plants and for cut 
flowers, with a guide to the best varieties. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 2s. 6d. n. 


sen, Mrs. John Hungerford. SEVEN 
CENTURIES OF LACE. Preface by ALAN 
COLE. Roy. 4to. 120 Illus. 30s. n. 


ses, and How toGrow Them. A Manual for 
crowing Roses in the Garden and under Glass. 
Or. 8vo. Illus. 2s. 6d. n. 


oolson, G. A. FERNS AND HOW TO 
JROW THEM. Cr. yo, Ililus, 2s. 6d. n. 


BIOGRAPHY. 


‘orn, George. ‘ONE OF THE MULTI- 
TUDE.” Cr. 8yo. G3. 


lam, Mme. Edmond (Juliette Lamber). 
‘HE ROMANCE OF MY CHILDHOOD AND 
7OUTH. Transl. by HELEN STANLEY. 
Or. Svo. Portrait, 7s. 6d. 


CLASSIFIED CATALOGUE: ARTS—BIOGRAPHY 


= 


Beach, Mrs. William Hicks. A COTSWOLD 
FAMILY. Demy 8vo. Portraits, &c. 12s. 6d. B. 


Beale, S. Sophia. RECOLLECTIONS OF A 
SPINSTER AUNT. Demy Syo. 8s. 6d. n. 


Behrs, C. A. RECOLLECTIONS OF COUNT 
LEO TOLSTOY. Together with a Letter to 
the Women of France on ‘‘ The Kreutzer Sonata.”’ 
Transl. by C. E. TURNER. Demy 8vo. 6s. 


Bernhardt, Sarah. MY DOUBLE LIFE. 
Demy 8vo. Illus. 15s. n. 


Boigne, Comtesse de. MEMOIRS OF THE 
COMTESSE DE BOIGNE. Edit. fr. the Orig. 
MS. by MW. CHARLES NICOULLAUD. Vol. I. 
(1781-1814). Demy 8vo. Portrait. 10s. n. Vol. 
II (1815-1819). Demy 8vo. Portrait. 10s. n. 
Vol. III (1820-1830). Demy Svo. Portrait. 10s. n. 


Brandes, George. FERDINAND LASSALLE. 


Demy 8yo. 6s. n. 
Brandes, George.’ RECOLLECTIONS OF 
MY CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH. Demy 8vo. 
Portrait. 10s. n. 
Caine, Hall. MY STORY. Cr. Svo. 6s. ; 
also Cheap Edit. Cr, Svo. 2s. n. 
Coleridge, Jehn Duke, Lord. THE LIFE 


AND CORRESPONDENCE OF JOHN DUKE, 
LORD COLERIDGE, LORD CHIEF JUSTICE 
OF ENGLAND. KEdit. by ERNEST HARTLEY 
COLERIDGE. 2 Vols. Demy 8vo. 380s. n. 


Coleridge, Samuel Taylor. LETTERS. Edit. 


by ERNEST HARTLEY COLERIDGE. 2 Vols. 
Demy 8vo. Illus. £1 12s. 


Dalton, Sir Cornelius Neale, K.C.M.G.,C.B., 
D.c.L. THE REAL CAPTAIN KIDD. 
Cr. 8vo. 5s. 1. 


Davis, Rickard Harding. REAL SOLDIERS 
OF FORTUNE. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 63. 


De Goncourt, Edmund and jules. EDMUND 
AND JULES DE GONCOURT, WITH 
LETTERS AND LEAVES FROM THEIR 
JOURNALS. Compiled and Transl. by M. A. 
BELLOCand M. SHEDLOCK, 2 Vols. Demy 8vo. 
Portraits. 32s. 


Dino, Duchesse de. MEMOIRS OF THE 
DUCHESSE DE DINO (afterwards Duchesse 
de Talleyrand et de Sagan). Edit. with Notes 
and Biographical Index, by the PRINCESSE 
RADZIWILL (née CASTELLANE). Vol. I 
(1831-1835). Frontispiece, 8vo. 10s. n. Vol. IL 
(1836-1840). Frontispiece. Demy 8vo. 10s. n. 
Vol. III (1841-1850). Frontispiece. Deny ae 

Ss. De 


Elers, Capt. George. MEMOIRS OF GEORGE 
ELERS, Captain in the 12th Regiment of Foot 
(1777-1842). With Correspondence and_ other 
Papers. Edit. by LORD MONSON and GEORGE 
LEVESON GOWER. Demy 8vo. Portraits and 
Maps. 12s, n. 


Fraser, Lovat. INDIA UNDER CURZON AND 
AFTER. Photogr.and Map. RoyalSvo, 16s. n, 


Gosse, Edmund. FATHER AND SON. Fcap. 
8vo. Portraits. 2s.n. Limp Leather, 3s, n. 


WILLIAM HEINEMANN, LONDON 


BIOGRAPHY—continued. 


Heine, Heinrich. HEINRICH -. HEINE'S 
MEMOIRS. From his Works, Letters, and Con- 
versations. Edit. by GUSTAV KARPELES. 
Transl. by GILBERT CANNAN. 2 Vols. Por- 
trait. Demy 8vo. 12s. n. 


MADAME RECAMIER. 
2 Vols. 
20s. 2. 


Herriot, Edouard. 
Fr. French by ALYS HALLARD. 
Demy 8vo. Portraits. 


Hovey, Carl. THE LIFE STORY OF J. PIER- 
PONT MORGAN. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. D. 


Irvine, Alexander. FROM THE BOTTOM 
UP. The Life Story of Alexander Irvine. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus, 6s. 1. 


Japp, Alexander H. DE QUINCEY MEMO- 
RIALS. Being Letters and other Records, here 
first Published. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 30s. n. 


Leland, Charles Godfrey (Hans Breitmann). 
MEMOIRS. Demy 8yvo. Portrait. 7s. 6d. 


Matthews, T. THE BIOGRAPHY OF JOHN 
GIBSON, R.A. 27Illus. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. n. 


Melville, Lewis. THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF WILLIAM BECKFORD OF FONTHILL. 
Illus. Royal 8yo, 15s, D. 


Michel, Emile. REMBRANDT, HIS LIFE, 
HIS WORK, AND HIS TIME. Fr. French by 
FLORENCE SIMMONDS. Edit. by FREDE- 
RICK WEDMORE. 2 Vols. 76 full-page Plates 
and 250 Text-Illus. £2 2s.n, Edit. de Luxe 
on Japanese vellum with India proof duplicates 
of the Photogravures. £12 12s. n. New and 
Cheap Hdit. in one volume. 21s. n. 


eee, George. HAIL AND FAREWELL. 


Vol. AVE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Moore, George. MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD 
LIFE. Cr. 8yo. 63. 


Murray, T. Douglas, ed. JEANNE D’ARO, 
MAID OF ORLEANS, DELIVERER OF 
FRANCE. Demy 8vo. Illus. 6s. 1. 


Pasolini, Count Pier Desiderio. CATHERINE 
SFORZA., Transl by PAUL SYLVESTER. 
Demy 8vo. Illus. Half vellum. 16s. 

Patterson, J. E. MY VAGABONDAGR. 

Demy 8vo. 8s. 6d. De 


Pennell, E. R. & J. LIFE OF J. McNEILL 
WHISTLER. Pott 8vo. 100Illus. 19s. 6d. n. 


Pressensé, Francis de. CARDINAL MAN. 
NING. Fr. the French by Z. INGALL, Cr. 8vo. 


5s. 


Ricci, Corrado. ANTONIO ALLEGRI DA 
CORREGGIO, Fr. the Italian by FLORENCE 
SIMMONDS. 87 full-page Plates and 190 Text 
lilus. Imp. 8vo. £2 2s. n. 


Rockefeller, John D. RANDOM REMINI- 
SCENCES OF MEN AND EVENTS, Cr. 8vo. 
Portraits and Illus. 6s, 


Sharp, Elizabeth A, WILLIAM SHARP 
(FIONA MACLEOD). Roy. 8vo. 16s. n. 


Stoker, Bram. PERSONAL REMINISCENCES 
OF HENRY IRVING. 2 Vols. Demy 8vo. 
Illus. Cloth. 25s. n. Revised and Cheaper 
Edit. Demy 8vo. Illus. 6s. De 


Thornton, Catherine, and McLaughlin, 
Francis. THE FOTHERGILLS OF RAVEN- 
STONEDALE, THEIR LIVES AND THEIR 
LETTERS. Demy 8vo. Illus. 10s. nD. 


Train, George Francis. MY LIFE IN MANY 
STATES AND IN FOREIGN LANDS. Dictated 
in my 74th year. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 63. 


Waliszewski, K. IVAN THE TERRIBLE. 
Transl by LADY MARY LOYD. Demy 8vo. 
14s. n. 


Waliszewski, K. PETER THE GREAT. 
Transl. by LADY MARY LOYD. Demy 8vo. 
6s. 

Waliszewski; K. THE ROMANCE OF AN 


EMPRESS. (Catherine II of Russia.) 
Demy 8yo. 6s. 


Willson, Beckles. THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF JAMES WOLFE. 1909. Demy 8vo. Illus. 
15s. D, 


DRAMA. 


Anstey, F. THE BRASS BOTTLE. 4 Acts. 
1émo. Cloth 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d, 


Anstey, F. THE POCKET IBSEN. A Col- 
lection of some of the Master's best-known 
Dramas condensed, revised, and slightly re- 
arranged. 16mo. 2s. 6d. and 3s. 6d. 


Bernhardt, Sarah. MY DOUBLE LIFE. 
Demy 8vo. Illus. 15s. ne 
Beyerlein, Franz Adam. LIGHTS OUTI 


4 Acts. Transl. by H. HAVELOCK. 16mo, 


Cloth 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Boyesen, Hjalmar Hjorth. A Commentary on 
the Works of Henrik Ibsen. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. ne 


Buchanan, Robert. THE PrPLR @G 
HAMELIN. Fantastic Opera in 2 Acts. Mus. 
by Huau THomson. Cr. 8vo. 


2s. 6d. 
Chambers, C. Haddon. THE AWAKENING, 
Play in4 Acts. 1émo. 2s. 6d, Paper 1s. 6d 


Chambers, C. Haddon. THE TYRANNY OF 
TEARS. Comedy in 4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. 

‘ Paper ls. 6d. 

Chase, Pauline. PETER PAN’S POSTBAG 
Letters to Pauline Chase. Sm. 4to. 2s. 6d. nu. 


Courtney, W. L. UNDINE. 3 Acts 
Cr. 8yo. 2s. 6 


Craig, Gordon. ON THE ART OF TH 
THEATRE. Large Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


D’Annunzio, Gabriele. FRANCESCA DA 
RIMINI. Transl. by ArraurR Symons. 
4to. Portrait. 5s. Paper Is. 6 


Davies, Hubert Henry. COUSIN KATE. 
3 Acts. 16mo. Cloth 2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6 


Davies, Hubert Henry. MRS. GORRINGE’ 
NECKLACE, Comedy in 4 Acts. 16m 
Cloth 2s. 6d, Paper 1s. 6: 


Edwards, Osman. JAPANESE PLAYS AN 
PLAYFELLOWS. 12 Col. Plates by Japane 
Artists. Demy 8vo. 10s. 


io) 


DRAMA—continued. 


-rohman, Daniel MEMOIRS OF A 
MANAGER. Illus. Cr. $vo. 5s. n. 


jalsworthy, John. A JUSTIFICATION OF 
THE CENSORSHIP OF PLAYS. _ Prefatory 
note by JOHN GALSWORTHY. Demy S8vo. 

Paper 6d. 


josse, Edmund. HYPOLYMPIA, OR, THE 


GODS IN THE ISLAND. Feap. 8yo. Parch- 
ment 5s. ne 
josse, Edmund. KING ERIK. _ Tragedy. 


Introductory Essay by THEODORE WATTS. 
Feap. 8vo. Boards 5s. n. 


jartleben, Otto Erich. LOVE’S CARNIVAL. 
Play in 4 Acts. Transl. of ‘‘Rosenmontag” by 
RUDOLF BLEICHMANN. 16mo. Portrait. 
2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


jauptmann, Gerhart. HANNELE. Dream 
Poem, Transl. fr. the German by WILLIAM 
ARCHER. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


iauptmann, Gerhart. LONELY LIVES. 
Drama. Transl. fr. the German by MARY 
MORISON. l6mo. 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


iauptmann, Gerhart. THE SUNKEN BELL. 
Fairy Play. Freely Rendered into English 
Verse by CHARLES HENRY MELTZER. 
16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


fauptmann, Gerhart. THE WEAVERS. 
Drama of the Forties. Transl. fr. the German 
by MARY MORISON. 16mo. Cloth 2s. 6d. n. 

Paper Is. 6d. n. 


‘sijermans, Herman, jr. THE GHETTO. 
Drama in 4 Acts. Freely Adapted fr. the Dutch 
by CHESTER BAILEY FERNALD. 16mo. 

2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


‘enley, William Ernest, and Stevenson, 
Robert Louis. ADMIRAL GUINEA. Drama 
in 4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


enley, William Ernest, and Stevenson, 
Robert Louis. BEAU AUSTIN. Drama 
in 4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


enley, William Ernest, and Stevenson, 
Robert Louis. DEACON BRODIE, OR, 
THE DOUBLE LIFE. Melodrama in 5 Acts 
and 8 Tableaux. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 


enley, William Ernest, and Stevenson, 
Robert Louis. MACAIRE. Melodramatic 
Farce in 3 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


enley, William Ernest, and Stevenson, 
Robert Louis. PLAYS. Deacon Brodie. 
Admiral Guinea. Beau Austin. Robert Macaire. 
Cr. 8vo. Buckram 6s, 


ewlett, Maurice. PAN AND THE YOUNG 
SHEPHERD. Pastoral in 2 Acts. 16mo. 
2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


sen, Henrik. JOHN GABRIEL BORKMAN. 
Play in 4 Acts. Transl. fr. the Norwegian by 
WILLIAM ARCHER. 16mo. 5s. Also cheap 
Edit. Paper ls. 6d. 


sen, Henrik. LITTLE EYOLF. Play in 3 
Acts. Transl. fr. the Norwegian by WILLIAM 
ARCHER. 16mo. 5s, Also cheap Edit. Paper 

Is. 6d. 


sen, Henrik. THE MASTER BUILDER. 
Jay in 3 Acts. Transl. fr. the Norwegian by 
tDMUND GOSSE and WILLIAM ARCHER. 
6m0o. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d, 


CLASSIFIED CATALOGUE: DRAMA 


Ibsen, Henrik. WHEN WE DEAD AWAKEN. 
Epilogue in 8 Acts. Transl. by WILLIAM 
ARCHER. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 


Ibsen, Henrik. COLLECTED WORKS. Copy- 
right Edition. Entirely Revised and Edited 
by WILLIAM ARCHER. Cr. 8vo. js 


I. LADY INGER OF OSTRAT. THE 
FEAST AT SOLHOUG. LOVE'S 
COMEDY. 4s, 

Il. THE VIKINGS AT HELGELAND. 
THE PRETENDERS. 4s, 

III. BRAND. 4s. 


IV. PEER GYNT. Dramatic Poem. 4s, 
V. EMPEROR AND GALILEAN. World. 


Historie Drama. 4s, 
VI. THE LEAGUE OF YOUTH. PILLARS 
OF SOCIETY. 4s. 


VII. A DOLL’S HOUSE. GHOSTS. 4s, 


VIII. AN ENEMY OF THE PEOPLE. THE 
WILD DUCK. 4s. 

IX. ROSMERSHOLM. THE LADY FROM 
THE SHA. 4s. 

X. HEDDA GABLER. THE MASTER 
BUILDER. 4s. 


XI. LITTLE EYOLF. JOHN GABRIEL 


BORKMAN. WHEN WE DEAD 
AWAKEN. 4s, 

Irving, Sir Henry. THE DRAMA. Addresses. 
Feap. 8vo. Frontispiece. 3s. 6d. 


Jaeger, Henrik. THE LIFE OF HENRIK 
IBSEN. Transl by CLARA BELL. Cr, eee 
Se 


HIS EXCELLENCY THE 
Farcical Romance in 3 Aets. 
2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


JACK STRAW. 16mo. 
Cloth 2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 


LADY FREDERICK. 


Marshall, R. 
GOVERNOR. 
16mo. 


Maugham, W. S. 


Maugham, W. S. 


16mo. Cloth 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 
Maugham, W. S. A MAN OF HONOUR. 
16mo, Cloth 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


ANDROMACHE. Play in 
2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 


CARLYON SAHIB. A 
16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


THE AMAZONS. 
16mo. 2s. 6d. 
Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE BENEFIT OF 
THE DOUBT. Comedy in 3 Acts. 16mo. 
2s. Gd. Paper Is. 6d. 


THE CABINET 
1émo. 2s. 6d. 
Paper ls. 6d. 


DANDY DICK. 
2s. 6d. Paper ds. 6d. 


THE GAY LORD 


Murray, Gilbert. 
8 Acts. 16mo. 


Murray, Gilbert. 
Drama in 4 Acts. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. 
Farcical Romance in 3 Acts. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. 
MINISTER. Farce in 4 Acts: 


Sir Arthur W. 


Pinero, 
16mo. 


Farce in 3 Acts. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. 
QUEX. Comedy in 4 Acts. 16mo. 

2s, 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 

Ltd. Edit. om hand-made Paper with a new 

Portrait. 4to. Boards 10s. n. 
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Pinero, Sir Arthur W. 
ORDER. Comedy in 4 Acts. 


HIS HOUSE IN 
l6mo. 2s. 6d. 
Paper ls. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. TITE HOBBY HORSE. 
Comedy in 8 Acts. lémo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. IRIS. Drama in 5 
Acts.” 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. LADY BOUNTIFUL. 
Play in 4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. LETTY. Drama in 4 
Acts and 1 Epilogue. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE MAGISTRATE. 
Farce in3 Acts. 16mo. 2s. Gd. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. _ MID CHANNEL. 
Play in4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE NOTORIOUS 
MRS. EBBSMITH. Drama in 4 Acts, 16mo. 
Qs. 6d. Paper Is, 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. TITE PRINCESS AND 
THE BUTTERFLY; OR, THE FANTASTICS. 
Comedy in 5 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. 
Play in 4 Acts. 16mo, 


THE PROFLIGATE. 
2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 


.-Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE SCHOOL- 
MISTRESS. Farce in 3 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. 
Paper ls, 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE SECOND MRS. 
TANQUERAY. Play in 4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. 
Paper ls. 6d. Portrait. Boards 5s. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. SWEET LAVENDER. 
Domestic Drama in 3 Acts. 16mo. 
2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE THUNDER- 
BOLT, An Episode in the History of a Pro- 
vincial Family. In 4 Acts. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 

Paper Is. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. THE TIMES. Comedy 
in 4 Acts. 16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper Is. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. TRELAWNY OF 
THE ‘“‘ WELLS,” Comediettain 4 Acts. 16mo. 
2s. 6d. Paper ls. 6d. 


THE WEAKER SEX. 
16mo. 2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. 
Comedy in 3 Acts. 


Pinero, Sir Arthur W. A WIFE WITHOUT A 
SMILE. Comedy in Disguise in 8 Acts. 16mo. 
2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 

Pollard, Perceval. MASKS AND MINSTRELS 
OF NEW GERMANY. Cr, 8vo. 5s. ons 


Robertson, W. Graham, PINKIE AND THE 
FAIRIES. A Fairy Play in 3 Acts. Illus. by 
the AuTHOoR. 16mo. 2s. Paper ls. 


Rostand, Edmond. CYRANO DE BERGERAC. 
Play in 5 Acts. Sm. 4to. 5s. Pop. Ed. 16mo. 
2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6d. 


Rostand, Edmond. THE FANTASTICKS. 
Jtomantic Comedy in 3 Acts. Freely Done into 
English Verse by GEORGE FLEMING. 16mo. 

2s. 6d. Paper 1s. 6c, 


THE WORKS O 
Introd. by GEORGE 
Each vol. 6d. ne 


Shakespeare, William. 
SHAK PESPRARE. 
BRANDES. In 40 vols. 

Leather ls. ne. 
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 
ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
AS YOU LIKE IT. 
THE COMEDY OF ERRORS, : 
CORIOLANUS. | 
CYMBELINE. 
HAMLET. 
JULIUS CESAR. 
KING HENRY IY. 2 vols, 
KING HENRY V. | 
KING HENRY VI. 
KING HENRY VIII. ‘ 
KING JOHN. ; 
KING LEAR. ; 

KING RICHARD II. 

KING RICHARD III. 

LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST. 

LUCRECE. A LOVER'S COMPLAINT 

MACBETH. 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

THE MERCHANT OF VENICD. 

MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

OTHELLO. 

PERICLES. 

ROMEO AND JULIET, 

SONNETS. 

TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

THE .TEMPEST. 

TIMON OF ATHENS. 

TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 

TWELFTH NIGHT. 

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


VENUS AND ADONIS. THE PASSIONATE 
PILGRIM. 


THE WINTER'S TALE. 


Shakespeare, William. THE MERRY WIVES 
OF WINDSOR. Illus. by HuaH THomson, 
Cr. 4to. 15s, De 
Edit. de luxe. Cr. 4to. . 

Shakespeare, William. THE GARRICK 
SHAKESPEARE. Introd. by GEORGE 
BRANDES, and Glossary. Photograv. Plates. 
12 vols. Demy Svo. . 0 

Shakespeare, William. 
NIGHT'S DREAM. Col. Illus. by ArtTHU: 
RackuaM. Cr. 4to. lis. 


Sheridan, Richard Brinsley. THE PLAYS O] 
R.B.SHERIDAN. Introd. by EDMUND GOSS] 
Frontispiece, Hach yol. 6d.n, Leather 1s, 
THE CRITIC. 4 
THE RIVALS. 


THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, 


8 vols, 


A MIDSUMMER 
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sttoker, Bram. PERSONATL REMINI- 
SCENCES OF HENRY IRVING. 2 vols. 
Demy Svo. Illus. Cloth. 25s. n. 
Cheap Edit. Demy 8vo. Illus. 6s. 1. 


‘olstoy, Count Leo. THE FRUITS OF 
ENLIGHTENMENT, Comedy in 4 Acts. 
Transl. fr. the Russian by #&. J. DILLON. 
Introd. by Sir ARTHUR W. PINERO. Sm. 4to. 
Portrait. 5s. Paper Is. 6d. 


Vagner, Richard. THE RING OF THE 
NIBLUNGS. I. THE RHINEGOLD AND 
THE VALKYRIE, Illus. by Anruur RackHam. 
Cr. 4to. 15s. n. 


Vagner, Richard. THE RING OF THE 


NIBELUNGS. II. SIEGFRIED AND THE 
TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. lllus. by ARTHUR 


RackuaM. Cr. 4to. 15s. n. 

angwill, Israel THE WAR GOD. A 

Tragedy in 5 Acts. Demy 8vo. 2s. 6d. n. 
EDUCATION. 


rbuthnot, F. F. ARABIC AUTHORS. A 
Manual of Arabian History and Literature. 
8vo. 58. 
censusan, S. L. A COUNTRY-SIDE CHRO- 
NICLE: LEAVES FROM THE DIARY OF 
AN IDLE YEAR. Demy 8vo. Illus. 7s. 6d. 


cowen, H. Courthope. FROEBEL AND 
EDUCATION BY SELF-AOTIVITY. Cr. 8yo. 

os. 
ompayré, Gabriel. ABELARD AND THE 
ORIGIN AND EARLY HISTORY OF UNI- 
VERSITIES. Cr. 8vo. OS: 


tavidson, Thomas. ARISTOTLE AND 
ANCIENT EDUCATIONAL IDEALS, Cr. 8vo. 
5s. 


tavidson, Thomas. ROUSSEAU AND EDU- 
CATION ACCORDING TO NATURE. 
Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


se Garmo, Charles. HERBART AND THE 
HMERBARTIANS. Cr. 8yvo. 5s. 


jixon, Charles. THE BIRD-LIFE OF LON- 
DON. 4to. Illus. 6s. 0. 


idgren, H., and Burnet, P. B. THE 
FRENCH AND ENGLISH WORD BOOK. 
A Dictionary with indication of pronunciation, 
etymologies, and dates of earliest appearance of 
French words in the language. Preface by 
R. J. Luoyp. Demy 8vo. 10s, Half mor. 16s. 


‘errero, Gugiielmo. THE GREATNESS AND 
DECLINE OF ROME. 65 vols. each, 6s. n. 


itch, Sir Joshua. THOMAS AND MATTHEW 
ARNOLD AND THEIR INFLUENCE ON 
ENGLISH EDUCATION. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


linsdale, B. A. HORACE MANN AND THE 
COMMON SCHOOL REVIVAL IN THE 
UNITED STATES. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 
lughes, Rev. Thomas. LOYOLA AND THE 
EDUCATIONAL SYSTEM OF THE JESUITS. 
Cr. Svo. 5s. 
liller, Mary Rogers. THE BROOK BOOK. 
A First Acquaintance with the Brook and its 
Inhabitants through the Changing Year, 4tc, 
Illus. 53.7. 


Pinloche, A. PESTALOZZI AND THE 
FOUNDATION OF THE MODERN ELE- 
MENTARY SCHOOL. Cr. 8yo. 5s. 


Puliga, Countess. MY FATHER ANDI. A 
Book for Daughters. Cr. Svo. Portraits. 6s. 
Reinach, Salomon. APOLLO. Fr. the French 
by FLORENCE SIMMONDS. 600 Illus. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. n. Leather 8s. 6d. n. 
Seignobos, Charles. A POLITICAL ITISTORY 
OF CONTEMPORARY EUROPE SINCE 1814. 
Demy Svo. 10s. n. 


Sir Ernest Shackleton, C.V.0. THE HEART 
OF THE ANTARCTIC, ls. 6d. and 6s. n. 


Talbot, Frederick A. THE RAILWAY CON- 
QUEST OF THE WORLD. Dery 8yo. 63. 


West, Andrew Fleming. ALCUIN AND THE 
RISE OF THE CHRISTIAN SCHOOLS. 


Cr. 8vo. 5s, 
FICTION, 
(Cr. 8vo.) 

Adam, Mme. Edmond (Juliette Lamber). 


THE ROMANCE OF MY CHILDHOOD AND 
YOUTH. Transl. by HELEN STANLEY. 


Ts. 6d. 

Agnew, Georgette. THE BREAD UPON 
HE WATERS. 6s, 
Agnew, Georgette. THE NIGHT THAT 
BRINGS OUT STARS. 6s. 
Ailen, Charles. PAPIER MACHE. 3s, Ie 


: Paper 2s. 6d. ne 
As Others Saw Him. A Retrospect. 6s. 


Atherton, Gertrude Franklin. LOS CER- 
RITOS. 3s. 6d. 


Bak. OUTRAGEOUS FORTUNE. 4s. 


Balestier, Wolcott. THE AVERAGE 
WOMAN. A COMMON STORY. REFFEY. 
CAPTAIN, MY CAPTAIN! Biographical 
Sketch by HENRY JAMES. 3s. 6d. 


Balestier, Wolcott. BENEFITS FORGOT. 6s. 


Barrett, Frank. THE JUSTIFICATION OF 
ANDREW LEBRUN. 2s. 


Barrett, Frank. KITTY’S FATHER. ls. 6d. n. 
Bashford, H. H. THE TRAIL TOGETHER. 6s. 


Battershall, Fletcher. A DAUGHTER OF 
THIS WORLD. 6s. 


Baxendale, Arthur S. THE BALL. 2s. 6d. 
Beerbohm, Max. ZULEIKA DOBSON. 6s. 
Bendall, Gerard. MRS. JONES'S BONNET. 4s, 


Benson, E. F. ACCOUNT RENDERED. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. AN ACT IN A BACKWATER. 

6s. 
Benson, E. F. THE ANGEL OF PAIN. 6s. 


THE BABE, B.A. sn; 
THE BLOTTING BOOK. 2s. 6d. 
THE BOOK OF MONTHS. 6s. 
THE CHALLONERS. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. THE CLIMBER. 63. 
Benson, E. F. THE HOUSE OF DEFENCE. 


6s, 
Benson, E. F. THE IMAGE IN THE SAND. 6s. 


Benson, E. F. 
Benson, E. FP. 
Benson, E. F. 
Benson, E. F. 
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Benson, EB. F. JUGGERNAUT. _ 6s. 
Benson, E. RF. THE LUCK OF THE VAILS. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. MAMMON & CO. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. PAUL. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. THE PRINCESS SOPHIA. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. A REAPING. 6s. 


Benson, E. F. THE RELENTLESS CITY. 6s. 
Benson, E. F. SCARLET AND HYSSOP. 6s. 


Benson, E. F. SHEAVES. 6s. 
Benson, Margaret. THE SOUL OF A CAT 
AND OTHER STORIES. 8s. 6d. 


THE NEW VIRTUE. 
8s. 0. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 


Beyerlein, Franz Adam. ‘‘JENA" OR 
“SEDAN”? From the German. 6s. 


Bigelow, Mrs. Poultney. WHILE CHARLIE 
WAS AWAY. 2s. 6d. 


Biornson, Bijornstjerne. Novels. Edit. by 
EDMUND GOSSH. ‘Transl. fr. Norwegian. 
Each vol. 3s. n. 
I, SYNNOVE SOLBAKKEN. Given in 
English by JULIE SUTTER. A New 
Edit. with an Essay on the Writings of 
Bjornson, by LDMUND GOSSE. 
IJ. ARNE. Transl. by WALTER LOW. 
Iii. A HAPPY BOY. Transl. by Mrs. W. 
ARCHER. 
IV. THE FISHER LASS. 


Vi me BRIDAL MARCH AND ONE 
JAY. 


Beringer, Mrs. Oscar. 


VI. MAGNHILD AND DUST. 


VII. CAPTAIN MANSANA AND MOTHER’S 

HANDS. 

ABSALOM’S HAIR AND A PAINFUL 

MEMORY. 

IX.—X. IN GOD’S WAY. Transl. by 
ELIZABETH CARMICHAEL. 2 Vols. 

XI.—XII. THE HERITAGE OF THE 
KURTS. Transl. by CECIL FAIRFAX, 


VIII. 


2 Vols. 
XIII MARY. 
Bojer, Johan. THE POWER OF A LIE. 


Transl. fr. Norwegian by JESSIZ MUIR. Introd. 
by HALL CAINE. 2s. 6d. 


Bretherton, Ralph Harold. HIS YOUNG 
IMPORTANCE. 6s. 


Briscoe, Margaret Sutton. ‘‘ PERCHANCE 
TO DREAM,” AND OTHER STORIES. 3s. 6d. 
Brooke, Emma. SIR ELYOT OF THE 
OODS. 6s. 


Bryant, Marguerite. ANNE KEMPBURN, 


TRUTHSEEKER. 6s. 
Buchanan, Robert. COME LIVE WITH ME 
AND BRE MY LOVE. 2s. 
Burnett, Frances Hodgson. THE SHUTTLE. 
Illus, 6s. 
Burnett, Mrs. Hodgson. THE SECRET 
GARDEN, 6s. 


Cahan, A. YEKL{ 


A TALE OF THE NEW 
YORK GHETTO, 


8s.n. Paper 2s, 6d. n. 


Hall. THE BONDMAN. A New Saga. 
Seine 6s. Pop. Edit. 2s. 


Caine, Hall. CAPT’N DAVEY’S HONEY- 


MOON. THE LAST CONFESSION. THE 
BLIND MOTHER. 2s, 
Caine, Hall. THE CHRISTIAN. 6s. 


Cheap Edit., 2s. Pop. Edit., paper 1s. mn. 
Caine, Hall, THE ETERNAL CITY. 6s, 
Theatre Edit. 2s. 


THE MANXMAN. 6s. 
Pop. Edit. 2s. 


THE PRODIGAL SON. 63. 
THE SCAPEGOAT. 6s. 


Caine, Hall. 


Caine, Hall. 
Caine, Hall. 


Caine, Hall. THE WHITE PROPHET. 
2 Vols. Illus. 4s. n. 
In 1 vol. 6s. 

Cambridge, Ada. NOT ALLINVAIN. 1s. 6d.n. 

Cannan, Gilbert. DEVIOUS WAYS. 6s. 

Cannan, Gilbert. PETER HOMUNOCULUS. 6s. 

Chapman, Henry. KITTY CATELL. 6s. 


Chartres, Annie Vivanti. THE DEVOURERS. 


6s. 
Clark, Kate Elizabeth. THE DOMINANT 
SEVENTH. 2s. 6d. 


Colmore, G. LOVE FOR A KEY. 3s. De 
Paper, 2s. 6d. n. 


HER OWN DEVICES. 3s. n. 
Paper, 2s. 6d. n. 


Compton, C.G. THE HOUSE OF BONDAGE, 


Compton, C. G. 


6s, 
Confessions. THE CONFESSIONS OF AN 
AMBITIOUS MOTHER. 8s. 6d. De 


Conrad, Joseph. THE NIGGER OF TH 
NARCISSUS. 6s. Pop. Edit., 1s. n. 


TYPHOON, AND OTHER 
STORI 6s. 
Couperus, Louis. FOOTSTEPS OF FATEH 
(NOODLOT). Transl. fr. Dutch by CLARA 
BELL. 8s. 6d. Paper, 2s. 6d. 


Crackanthorpe, Hubert. LAST STUDIES, 
[With a Poem by STOPIFORD A. BROOKE and 
An Appreciation by HENRY JAMES.) 6s. 


Crackanthorpe, Hubert. SENTIMENTAL 
STUDIES AND A SEI OF VILLAGE TALES. 
6s. 

Crackanthorpe, Mrs. B. A. MILLY’S STORY. | 
3s.n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 

Crane, Stephen. THE LITTLE REGIMENT 
AND OTHER EPISODES OF THE AMERICAN 
CIVIL WAR. 8s.n. Paper, 2s. 6d. ne 


Cunninghame-Graham, R. B. THIRTEEN 
STORIES. 63. 


Danby, Frank. PIGS IN CLOVER. 6s. 
Danby, Frank, THE SPHINX'S LAWYER. 6s. 


D’Annunzio, Gabrielee THE CHILD OF 
PLEASURE. Transl. fr. Italian by GEORGINA 
HARDING. Introduc. and Verse Transl. by 
ARTHUR SYMONS. 63. 


D’ Annunzio, Gabriele. THE VICTIM. Transl. 
fr. Italian by GEORGINA HARDING. 63. 


D’Annunzio, Gabriele. THE VIRGINS OF 
THE ROCKS. Transl. fr. Italian by AGATHA 
HUGHES. 6s. 


Davis, Richard Harding, CAPTAIN MAUK- 
LIN; HIS MEMOIKS, 


Conrad, Joseph. 
ES. 
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Davis, Richard Harding. IN THE FOG. 
Illus. 2s. 6d. 
Davis, Richard Harding. THE KING’S 
JACKAL. Illus. by Coarves D. Gipson. 3s. 6d. 
Javis, Richard ay: THE LION AND 
THE UNICORN. Illus. by H. C. Curisry. 6s. 


davis, Richard Harding. RANSON’S FOLLY. 
6s. 


Javis, Richard Harding. SOLDIERS OF 


FORTUNE. 6s. 
Mawson, A. J. AFRICAN NIGHTS’ ENTER- 
TAINMENTS. 6s. 
Jawson, A. J. GOD'S FOUNDLING. 2s. 
Yawson, A. J. THE STORY OF RONALD 
KESTREL. 6s. 


Yawson-Scott, C. A. THE BURDEN. 6s. 
jawson-Scott, C.A. TREASURETROVE. 6s. 
tecle, Lionel. TROOPER 3809. 8 ILus. 6s. 
tehan, Richard. THE DOP DOCTOR. 6s. 


ye Morgan, William. ALICE-FOR-SHORT. 
6s. 


Ye Morgan, William. AN AFFAIR OF DIS- 


HONOUR. 6s. 
je Morgan, William. IT NEVER CAN 
HAPPEN AGAIN. 2 Vols. 10s. 1 Vol 6s, 


3e Morgan, William. JOSEPH VANCE. AN 
ILL-WRITTEN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 6s. 


Je Morgan, William. A LIKELY STORY. 6s. 
Ye Morgan, William. SOMEHOW GOOD. 6s. 


3ibbs, Burton. IN SUMMER ISLES. 33s. 6d. 
vickinson, H.N. KEDDY. 6s. 
jickinson, H. N. SIR GUY AND LADY 
RANNARD. 6s. 
torset, George. CONFESSIONS OF A 
SUCCESSFUL WIFE. 6s. 


‘owson, Ernest, and Moore, Arthur. A 
COMEDY OF MASKS. Is. 6d. n. 


reiser, Theodore. SISTER CARRIE. 4s. 
judeney, Mrs. Henry E. ALARGHE ROOM. 6s. 
sudeney, Mrs. Henry E. MAID’S MONEY. 6s. 


judeney, Mrs. Henry E. A MAN WITH A 
MAID. 8s, n. Paper 2s. 6d, n. 


udeney, Mrs. Henry E. THE MATERNITY 
OF HARRIOTT WICKEN. 6s. Also Is. n. 
udeney, Mrs. Henry E. THE ORCHARD 
THIEF. 6s. 
udeney, Mrs. Henry E. RACHEL LORIAN. 

6s. 


udeney, Mrs. Henry E. A SENSE OF 
SCARLET, AND OTHER STORIES. 8s. n. 


udeney, Mrs. Henry E. SPINDLE AND 


PLOUGH. 6s. 
udeney, Mrs. Henry EB. THE STORY OF 
SUSAN. Illus. 6s. 
udeney, Mrs. Henry E. THE WISE 
WOODS. 6s. 


unsany, Lord. TIME AND THE GODS. 
IWus, by 8. H. Sree, 6s. D. 


Ellesmere, Earl of (Charles Granville). JEM 
CARRUTHERS: THE EXTRAORDINARY 
ADVENTURES OF AN ORDINARY MAN. 

6s. 


eiemete, Earl of (Charles Granville). MRS. 
JOHN FOSTER. BEING THE PAPERS AND 
LETTERS OF JOHN FOSTER, ESQ., OF 
FOSTERTON. Edit. and Arrang. by his great- 
nephew, MARTIN FORDYCE. 3s. 6d. 


Ellesmere, Earl of (Charles Granville). MRS. 
PETER LISTON. 6s. 


Ellesmere, Earl of (Charles Granville), THE 
STANDERTONS. 6s. 


Elson, Robert. THE MAGNATE. 6s. 


Ferruggia, Gemma. WOMAN’S FOLLY. 
Transl. fr. Italian by HELEN ZIMMERN. 8s. 6d. 
Paper 2s. 6d. 


Flandrau, Charles Macomb. THE DIARY 
OF A FRESHMAN, 4s. 


Fleming, Mrs. J. M. (Alice M. Kipling). A 
PINCHBECK GODDESS. 6d. n. 


For Her Sex. EXTRACTS FROM A GIRL’S 
DIARY. 2s. 


Fothergill, Jessie. ORIOLE’'S DAUGHTER. 
ls. 6d. n. 


Franzos, Emil. THE CHIEF JUSTICE. 
Transl. fr. German by MILES CORBET. 33s. 6d. 
Paper 2s. 6d. 


Frederic, Harold. THE COPPERHEAD, AND 
OTHER STORIES OF THE NORTH DURING 


THE AMERICAN WAR. 8s. 6d. 
Frederic, Harold. GLORIA MUNDI. 2s. 
Frederic, Harold. THE MARKET-PLACE, 

Tllus. 6s. 


Fremantle, Elizabeth. COMRADES TWO. 4s. 


Fried, Alfred Hermann. THE DIARY OF A 
CONDEMNED MAN. Transl. fr. German by 
S. VAN STRAALEN. 2s. 6d. 


Galsworthy, John. THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 


6s. 


Galsworthy, John. FRATERNITY. 63. 
Galsworthy, John. THE ISLAND PHARI- 
SEES. 6s. 


THE MAN OF PRO- 
6s. 

A MOTLEY. 63. 
THE PATRICIAN. 6s. 


HER MOUNTAIN LOVER, 
4s, 


Garnett, Olive. PETERSBURG TALBS. 6s. 


Ghosh, ig Sarath Kumar. 1,001 INDIAN 
NIGH 5s. 


eee R. THE COURTESY 
DAME. 6s. 
Gjellerup, Karl. THE PILGRIM KAMANITA. 
6s. 

Golm, Rudolf. THE OLD ADAM AND THE 
NEW EVE. Transl. fr. the German by EDITH 
FOWLER. 8s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 


Gontcharoff, Ivan. A COMMON S8TORY. 
Transl. fr. the Russian by CONSTANCE GAR- 
NTT, as. 6d. Paper Qs, 6d, 


Galsworthy, Join. 
PERTY. 


Galsworthy, John. 
Galsworthy, John. 
Garland, Hamlin. 


Murray. 
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Gorki, Maxim. THE ORLOFF *COUPLE 
AND MALVA. Authorised ‘ransl. fr. the 
Russian by EMILY JAKOWLEFF and DORA 
B. MONTEFIORE. 8s. 6d. 

Gosse, Edmund. THE SECRET OF NAR- 
CISSE. 5s. 


Graham, John. THE GREAT GOD SUCCESS. 4s. 


Grand, Sarah. THE BETH BOOK: BEING 
A STUDY FROM THE LIFE OF ELIZABETH 
CALDWELL MACLURE, A WOMAN OF 
GENIUS. 6s. Pop. Edit., 2s. Paper ls. n. 


Grand, Sarah. THE HEAVENLY TWINS. 6s. 
Grand, Sarah. IDEALA. AStudy from Life. 6s. 


Grand, Sarah. OUR MANIFOLD NATURE. 
6s. Pop. Edit., 2s. 

THE TENOR AND THE 
1s. 6d. n. 


Gras, Félix. THE REDS OF THE MIDI. 
Transl. fr. Provencal by CATHARINE A. 
JANVIER. 2s. 


Gras, Felix. THE TERROR. Transl. fr. the 
Provencal by CATHARINE A. JANVIER. 6s. 


Gras, Félix. THE WHITE TERROR. Transl. 
fr. the Provencal by CATHARINE A. 
JANVIER. 6s. 


FOUR-LEAVED CLOVER. 
6s. 


Gray, Maxwell. THE HOUSE OF HIDDEN 
TREASURE. 6s. 


Gray, Maxwell. THE LAST SENTENCE. 6s. 
Gray, Maxwell. RICHARD ROSNY, 6s. 


Gray, Maxwell. SWEETHEARTS AND 
FRIENDS. 6s. 


Gray, Maxwell, THE WORLD'S MERCY, 
AND OTHER TALES. 6s. 


Grosvenor, Caroline. LAURA. 6s. 


Gyp. LITTLE BOB. Fr. French by ALYS 
HALLARD, 2s. 6d. n. 


Hackman, Rev. James. THE LOVE 
LETTERS OF MR. H. AND MISS R. (The 


Grand, Sarah. 
BOY. 


Gray, Maxwell. 


Rey. James Hackman and Miss Reay), 1775- 
1779. Ed. by GILBERT BURGESS. 5s. 
Hamilton, Cosmo. DUKE'S SON. 6s. 


ACROSS AN ULSTER 
3s.n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 


THE FREEDOM OF 


Hamilton, Meredith. 
BOG. 


Hamilton, Meredith. 


HENRY MEREDYTH. | 6s, 
Hartley, M. BEYOND MAN'S STRENGTH. 
3s. n. 

Hedwig im England. By tho Author of 
‘Marcia in Germany.” 3s. n. 
Helm, W. H. STUDIES IN STYLE. 8s. n. 
Herbertson, Jessie Leckie. YOUNG LIFE, 
6s. 


Hewlett, Maurice. THE FOOL ERRANT: 
Being the Memoirs of FRaNcIs ANTONY 
SYRELLEY, Hsq., Citizen of Lucca. 6s, 


Hichens, Robert. BELLA DONNA, 6s, 
Pop, Edit. 2s. n. 

Hichens, Robert, FLAMES. A London 
Phantasy. 6s. 


Hichens, Robert. THE FOLLY OF EUSTACE 


Hickens, Robert. AN IMAGINATIVE MAN. 6s, 
Hichens, Robert. 
Hichens, Robert. 


Hilliers, Ashton. 


, 


THE LONDONERS. 6s. 


3 
‘ 


THE SLAVE. ¥ 6s. | 
MEMOIRS OF A PERSON © 


OF QUALITY. 6s. 


Holdsworth, Annie E. THE GODS ARRIVE. 6s. 


Holdsworth, Annie E. JOANNA TRAILL, 
SPiINSTHER. 8s. n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 


Hopper, James, and Bechdolt, Fred R. 
“9009,” 2s. 6d. 


Hough, E. THE GIRL AT THE HALFWAY 

HOUSE. 4s, 
Hunt, Violet. TALESOF THE UNEASY. 6s. 
Haunt, Violet. THE WIFE OF ALTAMONT. 6s. 


Jacob, Violet (Mrs. Arthur Jacob). THE 
HISTORY OF AYTHAN WARING. 6s. 


Jacob, Vislet (Mrs. Arthur Jaceb). THE 
INTERLOPER. 6s. 


Jacob, Viclet (Mrs. Arthur Jacob). THE 
SHEEP-STEALERS. 6s. 


Jacobsen, J.P. SIREN VOICES (Niels Lyhne). 
Transl. fr. Danish by ETHEL F. L. ROBERT- 
SON. 38s. 6d. Paper 2s.6d. 


James, Henry. THE AWKWARD AGE. 6s. 
James, Henry. EMBARRASSMENTS. 6s. 
James, Henry. THE OTHER HOUSE. 6s. 
James, Henry. THE SPOILS OF POYNTON. 6s, 


James, Henry. TERMINATIONS. 6s. 
James, Henry. THE TWO MAGICS. 6s. 
James, Henry. WHAT MAISIE KNEW. 6s, 
Kasbeck. HIS HIGHNESS SANDRO. 4s, 
Kennedy, Walker. IN THE DWELLINGS 

OF SILENCE. Is. 6d. n, 


Kraszewski, Joseph Ignatius. THE JEW. 
Fr. the Polish. 3s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d, 


Landon, Perceval. RAW EDGES: STUDIES 
AND STORIES OF THESE DAYS. Designs 
by ALBERTO MARTINI. 6s. 


Lane, Elinor Macartney. NANCY STAIR. 6s. 


Langton, Lionelk THE FALL OF LORD 
PADDOCKSLEA. 6s. 


Laut, A.C. LORDS OF THE NORTH. 4s. 
Lawrence, D. H. THE WHITE PEACOCK. 6s. 
Lawson, Thomas W. FRIDAY THE 18TH. 6s. 


Le Querdec, Yves. LETTERS OF A COUNTRY 


VICAR. Fr. French by MARA GORDON- 
HOLMES. 5s. 


Lie, Jonas. THE COMMODORE’S 
DAUGHTERS. Transl. fr. Norwegian b 
H. L. BRAEKST AD and GERTRUDE HUGHES. 

3s. Gd. Paper 2s. 6d. 

Lie, Jonas. NIOBE. Transl. fr. Norwegian by 
H. L. BRAEKSUAD, 8s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 


Little, Mrs. Archibald. A MARRIAGE IN 
CHINA, 


3s. 6d. 
Lloyd,Nelson. ADRONE AND A DREAMER. 
4s. 


Lloyd, Nelson, THE CHRONICLOAFER, 4s, 
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BURNING DAYLIGHT. 6s. 


THE CALL OF THE WILD. 
6s. 


a Jack. THE FAITH OF MEN, AND 
OTHER STORIES. 6s. 


London, Jack. 
ono Jack. 


London, Jack. THE GAME. Illus. 6s. 
London, Jack. MARTIN EDEN. 6s. 
London, Jack. MOON-FACH, AND OTHER 
STORIES. 6s. 
Londen, Jack. TALES OF THE FISH 
PATROL. Illus. 6s. 


Lorimer, Norma. CATHERINE STERLING. 6s. 


Lorimer, Norma. ON ETNA. A Romance of 
Brigand Life. Gs. 
Lowndes, Nirs. Belloc. BARBARA REBELL. 
6s. 

Lewndes, Mrs. Belloc. THE HEART OF 
PENELOPE. 6s. 
Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc. JANE OGLANDER. 
6s. 

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc. THE PULSE OF 
LIFE. Gs. 
Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc. STUDIES IN 
WIVES. 6s. 
Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc. THE UTTERMOST 
FARTHING. Qs. 6d. 
iowndes, Mrs. Belioc. WHEN NO MAN 
PURSUEHTH. 6s. 
iow wry, H. D. WRECKERS AND METHO- 


DISTS, AND OTHER STORIES. 3s. 6d. 
THE MISSOURIAN. 
6s. 

McCarthy, Justin Huntly. IF I WERU 
KING. Illus. 6s. 
HER OWN FOLK. Transl. 


iyle, Eugene P., jr. 


Malot, Hector. 


fr. French by LADY MARY LOYD. 3s. 6d. 
Marcia in Germany. AN INDISCREET 
CHRONICLE. 6s. 
Marnan, Basil. A DAUGHTER OF THE 
VELDT. 6s. 
Maud, Constance Elizabeth. FELICITY IN 
FRANCE 6s. 
eAciiam, William Somerset. THE EX- 
PLORER. 6s. 
Maugham, Wiliiam Somerset. THE 
MAGICIAN, 6s. 
Maugham, Wiiliam Semerset. THE MERRY- 
GO-ROUND. 6s. 
Maugham, William Somerset. MRS. 
CRADDOCK. 6s. 


Maupassant, Guy de. PIERRE AND JEAN. 
Transl. tr. iiened by CLARA BELL. 8s. 6d. 
Paper 2s. 6d. 


Metour, Eugene Paul. IN THE WAKE OF 


VHE GREEN BANNER. 6s. 
Mitford, Bertram. A ROMANCE OF THE 
CAPE FRONTIER. 3s, 6d. 


Mitford, Bertram. ‘TWEEN SNOW AND 
FIBRE. 8s. 6d. 


Molander, Harald, THE FORTUNE: 
HUNTER. Transl. by KARIN H. CAGNEY. 6s. 


Monk, Thymol. AN ALTAR OF EARTH. 


8s.n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 

Moore, George. THE LAKE. 6s. 
eo George. ~ MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD 
LIFE. 6s. 
Mordaunt, Eleanor: THE GARDEN OF 
CONTENTMENT. 2s, 6d. 


Mordaunt, Eleanor. A SHIP OF SOLACE. 


2s. ne 

Mott, Laurence. THE WHITE DARKNESS, 
AND OTHER ‘STORIES OF THE GREAT 
NORTH-WEST. 6s. 


Norris, W. E. TUE COUNTESS RADNA. 6s. 
Norris, W. E. THE DANCER IN YELLOW. 6s. 
Norris, W. E. THE WIDOWER. 6s. 
Csbourne, Lloyd. THE ADVENTURER. 6s. 
Osbourne, Lloyd. BABY BULLET, THE 

MOTOR OF DESTINY. 6s. 
Osbourne, Lloyd. LOVE, THE FIDDLER. 6s. 


Osbourne, Lloyd. THE QUEEN versus BILLY, 
AND OTHER STORIES. 6s. 


Csbourne, Liceyd. WILD JUSTICE. 6s. 
Page, Thomas Nelson. GORDON KUITH. 6s. 
Page, Thomas Neison. IN OLE VIRGINIA, 4s. 


Palacio Valdés, Armando. FROTH. Transl. 
fr. Spanish by CLARA BELL. 3s. 6d. Paper 
2s. 6d. 

Palacio Valdés, Armando. THE GRANDEE. 
Transl. fr. the Spanish by RACHEL CHALLICH. 
3s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 

Parker, Sir Gilbert. DONOVAN PASHA, 
AND SOME PEOPLE OF EGYPT. 6s. 
Parker, Sir Gilbert. A LADDER OF 
SWURDS. 6s. 
Parker, Sir Gilbert. THE LANE THAT HAD 
NO TURNING, AND OTHER ASSOCIATED 
TALES CONCERNING ‘HE PEOPLE OF 
PONTIAC: together with certain “ Parables 
of Provinces.” 6s. 
Parker, Sir Gilbert. THE RIGHT OF WAY: 
Being the Story of Charley Steele and Another. 
6s 

Parker, Sir Gilbert. THE WEAVERS. A 
Tale of England and Egypt of Fifty Years Ago. 
6s. Pop. Edit. 1s. n. 

Parsons, Mrs. Clement. SIR JULIAN THE 
APOSTATE, 6s. 
Paterson, Arthur. THE KING'S AGENT. 6s. 
Patterson, J. E. LOVE LIKE THE SHA. 6s. 
Patterson, J. E. TILLERS OF THE SOIL. 6s. 


Peake, Elmore Elliott. THE DARLINGTONS. 


4s. 

Peattie, Elia W. THE BELEAGUERED 
FOREST. 4s, 
Phelps, Elizabeth Stuart, and Ward, 
Herbert D, THE MASTER OF THE 
MAGICIANS. 8s. 6d, 
Los David Graham. THE HUNGRY 
HEART. 3s. ne 


Pratz, Clairede. EVE NORRIS, 63. 
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Price, F. C. LORD KENTWELL’S LOVE 
AFFAIR. Pop. Edit. => tsk 


Pritchard, Martin J. WITHOUT SIN. 6s. 


Pugh, Edwin W. A STREET IN SUBURBIA. 
8s. n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 


REWARD OF VIRTUE. 6s. 
THE GETTING 


Reeves, Amber. 
Richardson, Henry Handel. 


OF WISDOM. 6s. 
Richardson, Henry Handel. MAURICE 
GUEST, 6s. 
Riddell, Mrs. J. Ho. THE HHAD OF THE 
FIRM. 2s. 


ACCORDING TO ST. JOHN. 
38s. 6d. 


Roberts, Baron von. LOU. Transl. fr. German 
by JESSIE HAYNES. 38s. 6d. Paper, 2s. 6d. 
Pop. edit. 1s. 6d. n. 


Robins, epee (C. E. Raimond). BELOW 
THE SAL 6s. 
Robins, eae tiais (C. E. Raimond). COME 
AND FIND ME. 6s. 


Robins, Elizabeth (C. E. Raimond). <A 
DARK LANTERN, 6s. 


Robins, Elizabeth (C. E. Raimond). GEORGE 
MANDEVILLE’S HUSBAND. 38s. n. Paper 
2s, 6d. n. 


Robins, is Cain (C. E. Raimond). THE 
NEW MO 8s.n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 


Robins. ek: (C. E. Raimond), THE 
OPEN QUESTION. 6s. 


Robinson, F. Mabel. CHIMATERA. 6s. 


Robinson, H. Percy. ESSENCE OF HONEY- 
MOON, 6s. 
Rodocanachi, E. TOLLA THE COURTESAN. 
Transl. by FREDERICK LAWTON. 6s. 


Rotland, Romain. JOHN CHRISTOPHER, 
Transl. by GILBERT CANNAN, 


Rives, Amélie. 


I, DAWN AND MORNING, 6s. 

Il, STORM AND STRESS. 6s. 
II. IN PARIS. 6s. 
Re mor’: MRS. DRUMMOND'S VOCA- 


6s. 
Meh aonets George. UNCLE GREGORY. 6s. 


Schwann, Duncan. THE BOOK OF A 
BACHELOR. 6s. Pop. Edit. 2s. n. 


Schwann, Duncan. THE MAGIC OF THE 


HILL. A Romance of Montmartre. Frontis- 
piece by OLIVE SNELL. 6s. 
Sedgwick, Anne Douglas. THE DULL 
MISS ARCHINARD., 2s. 


Serao, Matilde. FANTASY. A Novel. Transl. 
fr. Italian by HENRY HARLAND and PAUL 


SYLVESTER. 8s. 6d. Paper Qs. 6d. 
Serao, Matilde. FAREWELL, LOVE! A 
Novel. Transl. fr. Italian by Mrs. HENRY 
ITARLAND., 38s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 


Sergeant, Adeline. OUT OF DUI SEASON. 


2s. 


Sergeant. Adeline. THE SURRENDER OF 
MARGARET BELLARMINE. 


fe 


Sheringham, Hugh, and Meakin, Nevill. 
THE COURT OF SACHARISSA. 6sr4 


Silberrad, Una L. THE LADY OF seacoma 
Ss. 


Sinclair. Upton. THE JOURNAL OF 
ARTHUR STIRLING. 6s. 

Sinclair, Upton. THE JUNGLE. 63. 

Sinclair, Upton. KING MIDAS. 6s. 


LOVE’S PILGRIMAGE. 6s. 
AT CLOSE RANGE, 


Sinclair, Upton. 
ree F. Hopkinson. 


68. 
be he sea Sybil. HER HUSBAND'S 
COUN 6s. 
Steel, Flora Annie. THE FLOWER OF 
FORGIVENESS. 6s. 
Steel, Flora Annie. FROM THE FIVE 
RIVERS. 6s. 
Steel, Flora Annie. THE GIFT OF THE 
GODS. 2s. Dew 
Steel, Flora Annie. THE HOSTS OF THE > 
LORD. 6s. Cheaper Edit. 2s. 
Steel, Flora Annie. IN THE GUARDIAN- 
SHIP OF GOD. 6s. 
Steel, Flora Annie. IN THE PERMANENT © 
WAY, AND OTHER STORIES. 6s. | 


Steel, Flora Annie, MISS STUART'S LEGACY. 
6s. 


; 

; 

Steel, Flora Annie. ON THE FACE OF THE ; 
i: 6s. 


WATERS. 
Steel, Flora Annie. THE POTTER’S THUMB. | 
Steel, Flora Annie. 


DREAMERS. 
Steel, Flora Annie. RED ROWANS. 6s. 
Steel, Flora Annie. ASOVEREIGN REMEDY. 


6s. 
A PRINCE OF 
6s. 


6s. 

Steel, Flora Annie. VOICES IN THE NIGHT, 
6s. Cheaper Edit. 2s. _ 

Stevenson, Robert Louis. ST. IVES: BEING 
THE ADVENTURES .OF A FRENCH 
PRISONER IN ENGLAND. 6s. Large type, 
Fine paper Edit. 2s. n. Leather 3s. n, 
Stevenson, Robert Louis, and Osbourne 
Lloyd. THE EBB-TIDE. A Trio an 
Quartette. 6s. Large type, Fine paper Edit. 
2s.n. Leather 8s. n. 


Stoker, Bram. THE JEWEL OF SEVEN 
STARS. 6s. 


Stoker, Bram. LADY ATHLYNE. 6s. 


Stoker, Bram. THE LADY OF THE SHROUD, 
6s. 

Stoker, Bram. THE MYSTERY OF THE SEA, 
6s. 

SCARS. A Novel. 6s. 


THE SCANDALOUS MR. 
8s. De 


DARTNELL. <A Bizarre 


Stone, Christopher. 
Straus, Pcie 
WALD 


Swift, aaa 


Incident. 8s. n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 
Tadema, Laurence Alma. THE WINGS OF 
ICARUS. 8s. n. Paper 2s. 6d. ne 


Tarkington, Booth. THE GUEST OF QUES’ 
NAY. 68> 


Tasma. A KNIGHT OF E WHIT. 
FEATHER. : ey ae 
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Tasma. THE PENANCE OF PORTIA JAMES. 
23. 


UNCLE PIPER OF PIPER’S HILL. 
8s. 6d. 


Taubman-Goldie, V. NIGEL THOMSON. 6s. 


A PORTENTOUS HIS- 
6s. 


A COURT INTRIGUE. 6s. 


Tolstoy, Count Leo. ANNA KARENIN. 
Transl. fr. Russian by CONSTANCE GARNETT. 
Pop. Ed. 2s. 6d. n. 


Tolstoy, Count Leo. THE DEATH OF IVAN 
JLYITCH AND OTHER STORIES. Transl. 
fr. Russian by CONSTANCE GARNETT. Ys. 6d. 


Tolstoy, Count Leo. WAR AND PEACE, 
Transl. fr. Russian by CONSTANCE GARNETT. 
Pop. Ed. 3s. 6d. n. 


WORK WHILE YH 
HAVE THE LIGHT. ‘Transl. fr. Russian by 
£. J. DILLON. 8s. 6d. Paper, 2s. 6d. 


Tucker, Beryl. THE MAN WHO LIVED. 6s. 
Tucker, Beryl. THE RING. 6s. 


Turgenev, Ivan. NOVELS. Transl. fr. Russian 
by CONSTANCE GARNETT. 15 vols. Each 
vol. 2s.n. Leather, 3s. n. 


I. RUDIN. A Novel. 

Il A HOUSE OF GENTLEFOLK. 
Ill. ON THE EVE. 

ly. FATHERS AND CHILDREN. 


Tasma. 


Tennyson, Alfred. 
TORY. 


Thomson, Basil. 


Tolstoy, Count Leo. 


Vv. SMOKE. 
VI.-VII. VIRGIN SOIL. 
2 vols. 
VIIL-IX. A SPORTSMAN’S SKETCHES. 
2 vols. 
X. DREAM- TALES AND PROSE 
POEMS. 


XI. THE TORRENTS OF SPRING, ete. 
XII. A LEAR OF THE STEPPES, etc. 


THE DIARY OF A SUPER- 
FLUOUS MAN, etc. 


A DESPERATE CHARACTER, ete. 
XY. THE JEW, etc. 


Turley, Charles. GODFREY MARTEN, 
SCHOOLBOY, Illus. 5s. 


Turley, Charles. GODFREY MARTEN, 
UNDERGRADUATE, 5s. 


Turley, Charles. MAITLAND, MAJOR AND 
MINOR. Illus. 5s. 


Turley, Charles. THE PLAYMATE. Illus. 5s. 
Underhill, Evelyn. THE GREY WORLD. Cr. 

8yvo. 6s. 
Underhill, Evelyn. THE LOST WORD. 6s. 


Upward, Allen. ONE OF GOD'S DILEMMAS. 
8s. n. Paper 2s. 6d. n. 


Valera, Juan. DONA LUZ. Transl. fr. Spanish 
by MARY J. SERRANO. 3s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 


Valera, Juan, PEPITA JIMENEZ. Transl. fr. 
“Spanish, 8s, 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 


Van Eeden, Frederik. LITTLE JOHANNES. 
Transl. fr. Dutch by CLARA BELL. Introd. 
Essay by ANDREW LANG. 3s. 1. 


Van Vorst, Marie. AMANDA OF THE MILL. 
6s. 


MISS DESMOND. 6s. 
THE SIN OF GEORGE 


Van Vorst, Marie. 
Van Vorst, Marie. 


WARRENER. 63. 
Vazolif, Ivan. UNDER THE YOKE. 

: 8s. 6d. Paper 2s. 6d. 
Vivaria, Kassandra. VIA LUCIS. 6s. 
Voynich, E.L. THE GADFLY. 6s. 
Voynich, E.L. JACK RAYMOND. 6s. 
Voynich, E. L. OLIVE LATHAM. 6s. 


Watson, Gilbert. FORBIDDEN GROUND. 6s. 
Wells, David Dwight. HER LADYSHIP’S 


ELEPHANT. 3s. 6d. 
Wells, David Dwight. HIS LORDSHIP’S 
LEOPARD. 3s. 6d. 


Wells, David Dwight. PARLOUS TIMES. 4s. 


Wells, H. G. THE ISLAND OF DR. 
MOREAU, 3s. 6d. 
Wells, H.G. THE WAR OF THE WORLDS. 
8s. 6d. 

White, Percy. ANDRIA. 1s. 6d. n. 
Williams, Margery. THE LATE RETURN- 
ING. 2s. 6d. 
Williams, Margery. SPENDTHRIFT 
SUMMER. 6s. 


Wood, H. F. AVENGED ON SOCIBTY. 3s. 6d. 
Worth, Nicholas. THE SCUTHERNER. 6s. 


Wyliarde, Dolf. CAPTAIN AMYAS: being 
the Career of D’Arcy. Amyas, R.N.R., late 
Master of the R.M.S. Princess. 6s. 


Young, E.H. A CORN OF WHEAT. 6s. 


Zangwill, Israel. THE CELIBATES’ CLUB: 
being the United Stories of The Bachelors’ Club 


and The Old Maids’ Club. 6s, 
Zangwill, Israel. CHILDREN OF THE 
GHETTO. 6s. 
Zangwill, Israel. DREAMERS OF THE 
GHETTO. 6s. 


GHETTO COMEDIES. 
6s. 

Zangwill, Israel. GHETTO TRAGEDIES, 
Illus. 6s, 
Zangwill, Israel. THE GREY WIG. 6s. 
Zangwill, Israel. THE KING OF SCHNOR- 
RERS. GROTESQUES AND FANTASIES. 
Illus. és. 
Zangwill, Israel. THE MANTLE OF ELIJAH. 
6s. 

THE MASTER, 6s, 


MERELY MARY ANN. 
Paper ls. n, 


Zangwill, Israel, and Cowen, Louis. THE 
PREMIER AND THE PAINTER. 6s, 
Zangwill, Louis. CLEO TBE MAGNIFI- 
CENT, OR THE MUSE OF THE REAL. 6s. 


Zangwiil, Louis. A DRAMA IN DUTCH. 
Is. 6d. 


Zangwill, Israel. 
lus. 


Zangwill, Israel. 


Zangwill, Israel. 
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Zangwill, Louis. ONE'S WOMEN-KIND. 6s. 


Zola, Emile. STORIES FOR NINON. ~ Transl. 
by EDWARD VIZETELLY. 33. 6d. 


Zaccoli, Luciano. LIGHT-FINGERED GEN- 
TRY. Fr. the Italian by WINIFRED pee ae 
S. 


FICTION (JUVENILE). 


Aldin, Cecil. A GAY DOG, THE STORY OF 
A FOOLISH YEAR. 4to. Col. Illus. Boards. 5s, 


Aldin, Cecil. A DOG DAY. 16mo. 1s. n. 


Andersen, Hans Christian. FAIRY TALES. 
Transl. fr. Danish by H. L. BRAEKSTAD. 
Introd. by EDMUND GOSSE. Queen’s Edit. 
Illus. 6s. 1. 

Burnett, Mrs. Hodgson. THE SECRET 
GARDEN 6s. 

Carroll, Tavis: ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN 
WONDERLAND. Col. Ilius. by ARTHUR 
RackwHam. With aProem by AUSTIN DOBSON. 
Cr. 8yvo. 6s. n. 

Emanuel, Walter. A DOG DAY, OR THE 
ANGEL IN THE HOUSE. Col. Pictured by 
Ceci Atpin. New and Cheaper Edit. 16mo. 

Is. n. 

Fouqué, Dela Motte. UNDINE. Adapted by 
W. L. COURTNEY, and Col. Illus. by J ARTOUR 
RACKHAM, Ts. 6d. n. 


Hamilton, Myra. KINGDOMS CURIOUS. 
Illus. by ARTHUR RackHay, H. R. MiLrar, and 
others. 4to. 5s. 

Irving, Washington. RIP VAN WINKLE. 
Col. Drawings by ArrHuUR Rackuam. Demy 
8yo. 15s. n. 

Jacob, Violet (Mrs. Arthur Jacob), THE 
GOLDEN HEART AND OTHER FAIRY 
STORIES. 4to. Illus. 5s. n. 

Nicholson, William. AN ALPHABET. 26 
Col. Plates. 4to Boards. 5s, Lib. Edit. on 
Dutch Hand-made paper. 12s. 6d. n. <A few 
sets of the Plates printed fr. the orig. wood 
blocks and hand-col. by the artist in Portfolio. 

£21 n. 

Nicholson, William. LONDON TYPES. 12 
Col. Plates. 4to. 5s. A few sets of the Plates 
printed from the original blocks and col. by the 
artist, in Portfolio. £21 n. 

Nicholson, William. THE SQUARE BOOK 
OF ANIMALS. Rhymes by 4R7HUR WAUGH. 
4to. Boards. 5s. Ltd. Edit. on Japan. 

Vellum 12s. 6d. n. 

MY FATHER ANDI. A 

Cr. 8yo. Portraits. 6s. 


Rye, Mrs. Francis. THE BELOVED SON. 
The Story of Jesus Christ told to Children. 
Small Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Shackleton, Sir Ernest, C.V.0. THE HEART 
OF THE ANTARCTIC, Cr. 8yo. 6s. D. 
SHACKLETON IN THE ANTARCTIC, 

Cr. 8vo. Is. 6d. n. 

Tennant, Pamela, Lady. THE .CHILDREN 
AND THE PICTURES. Cr. 8vo. Col. Illus. 6s. 

Van Eeden, Frederik. LITTLE JOHANNES. 
Transl. fr. Dutch by CLARA BELL. Introd. 
Essay by ANDREW LANG. 16mo. 3s. 1. 


Ward, Frances. FAIRIES AND FLOWERS. 
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TONE. Sq. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 
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PHILOSOPHY. 


Evans, E. P. EVOLUTIONAL ETHICS AND 
ANIMAL PSYCHOLOGY. Cr. 8vo. 


Hirsch, Dr. Wiiliam. GENIUS AND pul 
GENERATION. A Psychological Study. 
Demy 8&vo. 17s. ne 


Mercier, Charles, M.D., F.R.C.P., F.R.C.S. 
A NEW LOGIC. Demy 8vo. 106s. n. 


Metchnikoff, Elie. THE NATURE OF MAN, - 
Studies in Optimistic Philosophy. English - 
Transl, Edit. by P. CHALMERS MITCHELL, ; 
Hon. LL.D., F.R.S., D.Sc. Cr. Svo. 6s. De © 


Nordau, Max, PARADOXES. Transl. fr. the 
5th German Edit. by J. R. McILRAITH. 


Demy 8vo. 6s. % 
Paterson, William Romaine (Benjamia — 
Swift) THE ETERNAL CONFLICT, 
Cr. 8yo. 6s. 
Wrench, G. T. THE GRAMMAR OF LIFE, © 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. De 


POETICAL WORKS. 


Albery, Wyndham. VERSES. Fcap. Syo. 3s. 6d. 
Arnold, Matthew. SELECTED POEMS. 
Introd. by ARTHUR WAUGH. 2 vols. Vol. I. 
Portrait. 6d. n. Leather 1s. n. Vol. IL 
Frontispiece. Gd. n. Leather 1s. n. 


Baddeley, St. Clair, TENNYSON’S GRAVE, 
Demy Svo. Paper, 1s. 


Barham, R. H. THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS, 
OR, MIRTH AND MARVELS. By THOMAS 


INGOLDSBY, Esq. Col. Illus. by ARTHUR 
RackHamM. Cr. 4to. 15s. ne 
Bendall, Gerard. IVY AND PASSION- 
FLOWER. Fcap. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 
Blunt, Wilfrid. THE POETRY OF WILFRID 
BLUNT. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Bronte, Emily. POEMS. Introd. by ARTHUR 
SYMONS. Feap. 8vo. 6d. n., Leather ls. n. 


Browning, Robert. PIPPA PASSES. Introd. 
by ARTHURSYMONS. Fcap.8vo.6d.n. Leather 
1s. n 
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Caine, Ralph Hall, ed. LOVE SONGS OF 
ENGLISH POETS, 1500-1800. With notes. 
Feap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


Celeridge, Samuel Taylor. ANIMA POET. 
Fr. the Unpublished Note-books of S. 1. 
COLERIDGE. Edit. by ERNEST HARTLEY 
COLERIDGE. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


Coleridge, Samuel Taylor. THE POEMS OF 
8. T. COLERIDGE. Introd. by ERNEST 
HARTLEY COLERIDGE. Feap. 8vo. 6d. n. 
Leather 1s. n. 


Crane, Stephen. THE BLACK RIDERS AND 
OTHER LINES. 1lémo. 4 Leather, 3s. n. 


Dawson, C. Amy. IDYLLS OF WOMAN- 


TOOD. Feap. 8vo. 5s. 
Earle, May. JUANA OF CASTILE. Cr. 4to. 
5s. ne 


Goldsmith, Cliver. THE TRAVELLER AND 
THE DESERTED VILLAGE. Introd. by 7, 
CARTWRIGHT. Portrait, 6d n. Leather 

1s, Re 
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fe ek ated Nac? RICHARD WAGNER 


OET aps by JESSIE HAYNES. 

ee 16mo. ls. 6d. n. 
'Gosse, Edmund. THE AUTUMN GARDEN. 
Poems. Demy &vo. 6s. De 
|'Gosse, Edmund. FIRDAUS! IN EXILE AND 
OTHER POEMS. Fcap. Svo. Frontispiece. 
8s. 6d. n. 

'Gosse, Edmund. ON VIOL AND FLUTE. 
Feap. 8vo. 8s. 6d. ne 
'Gosse, Edmund, The Collected Poems of. 
Feap. 8vo. 5s. n. 
|Gray, Maxwell. THE FOREST CHAPEL AND 
OTHER POEMS. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 


Hafiz. POEMS FROM THE DIVAN OF HAFIZ. 
Transl. by GERTRUDE LOWTHIAN BELL. 
Sm. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Hall, Gertrude. VERSES. 12mo. 8s. 6d. 


‘Heine, Heinrichh THE WORKS OF HEIN- 
RICH HEINE. [Trans]. Vols. I.—VIII. by 
CHARLES GODFREY LELAND. Vol. IX. by 
T. BROOKSBANK. Vols. X.—XII. by 
TARGARET ARMOUR.) 12 vols. Cr. 8vo. 
Each vol. 5s. 


I. FLORENTINE NIGHTS. THE 
MEMOIRS OF HERR VON SCHNA- 
BELEWOPSKI. THE RABBI OF 
BACHARACH ; AND SHAKE- 
SPEARE’S MAIDENS AND WOMEN. 


IJ, PICTURES OF TRAVEL. Vol. I. 
1823—1826. 

Ill. PICTURES OF TRAVEL. Vol. II. 
1828. 


IV. THE SALON: OR, LETTERS ON 
ART, MUSIC, POPULAR LIFE, 
AND POLITICS. 


V. GERMANY. Vol. I. 
VI. GERMANY. Vol. II. 


VII. FRENCH AFFAIRS. LETTERS FROM 
PARIS. Vol. I. 


VIII. FRENCH AFFAIRS. LETTERS FROM 
PARIS. Vol. If. LUTETIA. 


IX. THE BOOK OF SONGS. 
X. NEW POEMS. 


XI. GERMANY. ROMANCERO, BOOKS I. 
AND II. 


XIL ROMANCERO, BOOK III. 
POEMS. 


Hope, Laurence. THE GARDEN OF KAMA, 
AND OTHER LOVE LYRICS FROM INDIA. 
Half-canvas 5s, n. 


INDIAN LOVE. Demy 8vo. 
Half-canvas 5s. n. 


Hope, Laurence. SONGS FROM THE GARDEN 
OF KAMA. Illus. fr. Photogr. by AIRS. 
EARDLUY WILMOT. Cr. 4to. 12s, 6d. n. 


STARS OF THE DESERT. 
Tialf-canvas 5s. n. 


LAST 


Demy 8vo. 
Hope, Laurence. 


Hepe, Laurence. 
Demy 8vo. 


Jacob, Violet (Mrs. Arthur Jacob). VERSES. 
Fcap. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


Lee-Hamilton, Eugene. MIMMA BELLA. 
Demy 8vo, 6s.-n. 


Leveson-Gower, George. POEMS. Demy 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 


Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth. EVANGE- 
LINE. Introd. by WALTER JERROLD. Por- 
trait. Fcap. 8yo. 6d. n. Leather 1s. n. 


Macaulay, Lord. THE LAYS OF ANCIENT 


ROME. Introd. by the REV. HAROLD B. 
RYLEY. Frontispiece. Feap. 8vo. 6d. n. 
Leather ase 


Macleod, Fiona. FROM THE HILLS OF 
DREAM: THRENODIES, SONGS AND 
LATER POEMS. Cr. 8vo. 5s. n. 


Macleod, Fiona (William Sharp) THE 
COLLECTED WORKS. In7 vols. Photogray. 
Frontispieces from Photogr. and from Drawings 
by D. Y. CAMERON, A. B.S.A. Cr. 8yo. Each 
vol. 5s. 


Vol. I. PHARAIS: THE MOUNTAIN 
LOVERS. 
Vol. II. THE SIN EATER, THE WASHER 


OF THE FORD, AND OTHER LEGEND- 
ARY MORALITIKS. 


Vol. III. THE DOMINION OF DREAMS: 
UNDER THE DARK STAR. 


Vol. IV. THE DIVINE ADVENTURE: 
IONA: STUDIES IN SPIRITUAL HIS- 


TORY. 


Vol. V. THE WINGED DESTINY. STUDIES 
IN THE SPIRITUAL HISTORY OF TIE 
GAEL. 


Vol. VI, THE SILENCE OF AMOR: 
WHERE THE FOREST MURMURS. 


Vol. VII. POEMS AND DRAMAS. 
Milton, John. SHORTER POEMS. Introd. 
by T. CARTWRIGHT. Feap. 8vo. 6d. n. 


Leather 1s. n. 


Naidu, Sarojini. THE GOLDEN THRESHOLD. 
Introd. by ARTHUR SYMONS. Fcap. 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 
Omar Khayyam. Rubdiydt. Rendered into 
English Verse by EDWARD FITZGERALD. 
Introd. by CLEMENT K, SHORTER. Fcap. 8vo. 
6d. n. Leather, 1s. n. 
Poe, Edgar Allan. LYRICAL POHMS. Introd. 
by ARTHUR SYMONS. Fcap. 8yo. 6d. n. 
Leather ls. n. 
Schiller, Friedrich von. THE POEMS OF 
SCHILLER. Transl. into English by Z. P. 
ARNOLD-FORSTER. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Scott, Sir Walter. THE LADY OF THE 
LAKE, Introd. by J. H. LOBBAN. 
Feap. $vo. 6d. n. Leather, 1s. n. 
Shakespeare, William. THE WORKS OF 
SHAKESPEARE. With Introd. by GHORGE 
BRANDES. In 40 vols. Each 6d. n. 
See Shakespeare's Works, under ‘* Drama.” 
Shelley, Percy Bysshe. THE SENSITIVE 


PLANT. Col. Plates by Cuar.tes Rogrson. 
Crown 8vo. 1és. n. 


Symons, Arthur, THE FOOL OF THE 
WORLD AND OTHER POEMS. Demy S8vo. 
5s. 

Symons, Arthur. IMAGES OF GOOD AND 
EVIL. Cr. 8vo. 6s, 


Symons, Arthur, POEMS. 2yols. 8vo. 10s, n. 
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Tennyson, Alfred, Lord. POEMS. Introd. 
by ARTHUR WAUGH. Feap. 8vo. Hach yol. 
6d. n. Leather is._n. 


EARLY POEMS. 

THE PRINCESS. 

ENGLISH IDYLLS AND OTHER POEMS. 
IN MEMORIAM. 

MAUD AND OTHER POEMS. 

IDYLLS OF THE KING. In 2 vols. 


Tobin, Agnes. THE FLYING LESSON: TEN 
SONNETS: TWO CANZONI: A BALLATA; 
A DOUBLE SESTINA FROM PETRARCH. 
4to. Parchment ties 7s. 6d. n. 


Zangwill, BLIND CHILDREN. 
Sq. 8vo. 5s. D. 


Israel. 


SCIENCE. 


Adams, H. Isabel. WILD FLOWERS OF 
THE BRITISH ISLES. Vol. I., Orders 
I.—XLI. Vol. IL., Orders XLIJ.—LXXXVI., 
excepting Water Plants and Trees. Revised by 
JAMES E. BAGNALL. (Vol. 1.) 4to. 75 Col. 
Plates. (Vol. II.) Cr. 4to. 51 Col. Plates. 

Each Vol. 30s. n. 


Arbuthnot, F. F. THE MYSTERIES OF 
CHRONOLOGY: with Proposal for a New 
English Era to be called the Victorian. Cr. 8vo. 

6s. n. 

Blanchan, Neltje. HOW TO ATTRAOT THE 
BIRDS, AND OTHER TALKS ABOUT BIRD 
NEIGHBOURS. 4to. Illus. 5s. 1. 


Blanchan, Neltje. NATURE’S GARDEN. 
An Aid to Knowledge of our Wild Flowers and 
their Insect Visitors. Col. Plates and Illus. by 
Henry Trora and A. R, Doamorn. Roy. 8vo. 

12s. 6d. n. 

Brown, Walter Lee. MANUAL OF ASSAY- 
ING GOLD, SILVER, COPPER, AND LEAD 
ORES. Revised, corrected, and enlarged, and 
with a chapter on the Assaying of Fuels by 
A, B. GRIFFITHS. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 7s. 6d. 


Dixon, Charles. THE BIRD-LIF® OF LON- 
DON. 4to. Illus. 6s. 2. 


Evans, E. P. THE CRIMINAL PROSECU- 
TION OF ANIMALS. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. n. 


Ferri, Enrico. CRIMINAL SOCIOLOGY. 
Demy 8vo. 20s. n. 
Griffiths, A. B. A MANUAL OF BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. Cr. 8vo. Ius. 5s. 
Gross, Hans. CRIMINAI; PSYCHOLOGY. 
Demy 8vo. esa 
Irving, H. B. ee OF FRENCH 
CRIMINALS OF TH NINETEENTH 
CENTURY. Demy 8vo. 10s. n, 
Job, Herbert K. AMONG THE WATER- 
FOWL: OBSERVATION, ADVENTURE, 


PHOTOGRAPHY. A popular uavrative account 
of the water-fowl as found in tie Northern and 
Midaie States and Lower Canada. East of the 
Rocky Mountains. 4to. Llus. 5s. n. 


Kimball, Arthur L. THE PHYSICAL PRO- 
PERTIES OF GASHS. Cr. 8vo. Illus. bs, 


Kropotkin, Prince Peter. MUTUAL AID. 
A Factor of Evolution. Demy 8yo. 8s. 6d. 


Lombroso, Cesare. CRIME: ITS CAUSES 
AND REMEDIES. Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


Marey, E. J. MOVEMENT. Transl. by ERIC 
PRITCHARD. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 7s. 6d. 


‘Quiros,C.Bernaldo de. MODERN THEORIES © 


OF CRIMINALITY. Demy 8vo. 14s. n. 
Robinson, H. Perry. OF DISTINGUISHED 


ANIMALS. Illus. with Photogr. from Life. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 1. 


Steel, Flora Annie. A BOOK OF MORTALS: 
being a Record of the Good Deeds and Good 
Qualities of what Humanity is pleased to call 
the Lower Animals. 
Mortal. 4to. Illus. 10s. 6d. ne 


Talbot, Frederick A. THE RAILWAY CON- 
QUEST OF THE WORLD. Demy 8vo. 6s. 


Thurston, Robert H. HEAT AS A FORM 
OF ENERGY. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 5s. 


Weed, Clarence Moores. 
GRAPHIES: the Lives of some Everyday 
Butterflies, Moths, Grasshoppers and Flies. 4to. 
Illus. 5s. De 


Weininger, Otto. SEX AND CHARACTER. 
Demy 8vo. 10s. De 


SOCIOLOGY. 
(General.) ~ 


Nordau, Max. CONVENTIONAL LIES OF 
OUR CIVILIZATION. Demy 8vo. 6s. 


Yates, Lucy H. MODERN HOUSECRAFT. 
The Art of Reasonable Living. Feap. 8vo. 
2s. 6d. 


SOCIOLOGY. 
(Health, Hygiene, and Medicine.) 


Brown, Goodwin A. M. SCIENTIFIC NU- 
TRITION SIMPLIFIED. A Condensed State- 


Collected by a Fellow © 


NATURE BIO- — 


ment and Explanation for Everybody. of the | 


Observations of Chittenden, Fletcher, and 
others. Supplementary Chapter by J. SVEN, 
M.D. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. n. 


Chittenden, Russell H. THE NUTRITION 
OF MAN. Demy 8vo. Illus. 14s. n. 


Chittenden, 
ECONOMY IN NUTRITION, with special 
reference to the Minimum Proteid Requirement 
of the Healthy Man. An Experimental Study. 
Demy 8vo. 14s. n. 


Russell H. PHYSIOLOGICAL © 


Gulick, Luther H., M.D. THE EFFICIENT ~ 


LIFE. Cr, 8vo. 3s. 6d. ne 


Holtone ver, W.C., M.D. HAY-FEVER, AND 
ITS SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT. Cr. ‘sv, 
s. 6d. 
R. W., M.D. 


Marsden, HINTS ON THE 


MANAGEMENT OF THE COMMONER > 


INFECTIONS. Demy 8vo. 8s. 6d. n. 


Metchnikoff, Elie. THE NEW HYGIENE. 
Three Lectures on the Trevention of infectious 
diseases. Preface by HE. RAY LANKESTER. 
Feap. 8vo. 

Metchnikoff, Elie. THE PROLONGATION 
OF LIFE: OPTIMISTIC STUDIES. 


Transl. edit. by P. CHALMERS MITCHELL. 
Demy 8vea. 


2s. 6d. 


Engl. 
12s. 6c. Te 
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Mitchell, John K., M.D. SELF-HELP FOR 
NERVOUS WOMEN. Familiar Talks on 
Economy in Nervous “Expenditure. Cr. 8vo. 

2s. 6d. n. 


'Noorden, Carl von. METABOLISM AND 
PRACTICAL MEDICINE. English Issue 
under the Editorship of JI. WALKER HALL. 
8 vols. Roy. 8vo. £2 12s. 6d. n. 


I. THE PHYSIOLOGY OF METABO- 
LISM by ADOLF MAGNUS-LEVY. 


JI—ill. THE PATHOLOGY OF META- 
BOLISM by CARL VON WNOOR- 
DEN, FR. KRAUS, AD. SCHMIDT, 
W. WEINTRAUD, M. MATTHES, 

and H. STRAUSS. 
Sinclair, Upton. THE FASTING CURE. 
T. 8VO. 2s. 6d. n. 
Sprigge, S. Squire. MEDICINE AND THE 
BLIC. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 1. 
YValton, George Lincoln, M.D. THOSE 
NERVES. 2s. 6d. n. 
(Walton, George Lincoln, M.D. WHY 
WORRY? Smail Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. nD. 


(Williams, W. Roger. THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF CANCER, with Special Refer- 
ence to its Causation and Prevention. Roy. 8vo. 

21s. n. 


SOCIOLOGY. 
(Law,) 


CRIMINAL SOCIOLOGY. 
20s. n. 


CRIMINAL PSYCHOLOGY. 
Demy 8vo. 17s. D. 


{Lombroso, Cesare. CRIME: ITS CAUSES 
AND REMEDIES. Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


Quirds, C. Bernaldode. MODERN THEORIES 
OF CRIMINALITY. Demy 8vo. 14s. n. 


‘Stephen, Sir Herbert. PRISONERS ON 
OATH, PRESENT AND FUTURE.  8vo. 


Serri, Enrico. 
Demy 8vo. 


Kiross, Hans. 


Boards. 1s. n. 
SOCIOLOGY. 
(Political Economy and Political 
Science.) 


Angell, Norman. THE GREAT ILLUSION. 
A Study of the Relation of Military Power in 
Nations to their Economic and Social Advan- 
tage. Cr. 8vo. 2s.6d. nD. 


‘Evans, &. P. THE CRIMINAL PROSECU- 
TION AND CAPITAL PUNISHMENT OF 


ANIMALS. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 0. 
Evans-Gordon, Sir W. THE ALIEN IMMI- 
GRANT. Cr. 8vo. Illus. and Map. 6s. D. 


Fraser, Lovat. INDIA UNDER CURZON 
AND AFTER. Photogray. Map. Royal 8vo. 
16s. n. 


Lye ore fee . B. STUDIES OF FRENCH ORIMI- 
$ OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 


Demy 8yo. 10s. 2. 


Launay, L. de. THE WORLD’S GOLD. 
Transl. by ORLANDO CYPRIAN WILLIAMS. 
Spec. Introd. by CHARLES A. CONANT. 


Cr. 8yvo. 6s. 0. 
Lewis, Caroline. CLARA IN BLUNDER- 
LAND. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 2s. 6d. 


Lewis, Caroline. LOSTIN BLUNDERLAND: 
THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF CLARA. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 2s. 6d. 


N., W. B. PENAL SERVITUDE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Phenix. THE DECAY OF THE LONDON 
FIRE BRIGADE. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 1s. D. 


Rolin, Henri. LE DROIT DE L'’UGANDA. 
Prétace de M. JOSEPH CHAILLEZ. Demy 8vo. 
8s. 6d. n, 


Salaman, Joseph Seymour. THE ARBITRA- 
TOR’'S MANUAL UNDER THE LONDON 
CHAMBER OF ARBITRATION. Fcap. 8vo. 

3s. 6d. 

Sinclair, Upton. THE INDUSTRIAL REPUB- 


LIC. A Study of the America of ten years 
hence. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Steffens, Lincoln. THE SHAME OF THE 
CITIES. Cr. 8vo. 5s. D. 


Taft, William H, POLITICAL ISSUES AND 
OUTLOOKS. Speeches delivered between 
August, 1908, and February, 1909. Cr. 8vo. 5s. n. 


Thirlmere, Rowland. THE CLASH OF 
EMPIRES. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. D. 


Thomson, Basil. THE STORY OF DART- 
MOOR PRISON. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


Williams, Ernest Edwin. THE FOREIGNER 


IN THE FARMYARD. Cr. 8vo. 2s, 6d. 
Williams, Ernest Edwin. ‘MADE IN GER- 
MANY.” Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


Wyckoff, Walter A. THE WORKERS. AN 
XPERIMENT IN REALITY. THE WEST. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 3s. De 


SOCIOLOGY. 


(Primitive Man.) 


Groos, Karl. THE PLAY OF MAN. Transl. 


by ELIZABETH L. BALDWIN. Preface by 
J. MARK BALDWIN. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. D 
SOCIOLOGY. 
(Woman.) 


Perry, Walter Copland. THE WOMEN OF 


HOMER. Large Cr. 8yo. Illus. 6s. 
Salaman, Malcolm C. WOMAN THROUGH 
A MAN'S EYEGLASS. Illus. by Duptey 


Harpy. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. Boards, 2s. 


Uzanne, Octave. FASHION IN PARIS. The 
Various Phases of Feminine Taste and Aesthetics 
from the Revolution to the end of the nineteenth 
century. From the French by LADY MARY 
LOYD. 24 Hand-Col. Plates and 250 Text 


Illus. by FRANGOIS CoursBoin. Imp. 8yo, 18s, 
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SPORT AND GAMES. 


Beasley, Capt. H. M. LONDON BRIDGE, 
AND HOW ITIS PLAYED. 16mo. 2s. 6d. 


Bethell, Hon. Victer. BRIDGE REFLEC- 
TIONS CONTAINING PROBLEMS AND 


SOLUTIONS AND ‘MAXIMS TO BE 
REMEMBERED.” Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. n. 
Eethel!, Hon. Victor. MONTE CARLO ANIC- 
DOTES. Feap. 8vo. 2s. 


Cock, Theodere Andrea. ECLIPSE AND 
O’KELLY. Being a complete History so far as 
is known of that celebrated English thorough- 
bred Eclipse (1764-1789), of his Breeder, the 
Duke of Cumberland, and of his subequent 
owners, William Wildman Dennis O'Kelly and 
Andrew O'Kelly, now for the first time set forth 
from the original authorities and family memo- 
randa. Roy. 8vo. 2ls.n. Large Paper Edit. 
4to. £3 35. n. 


Dudeney, Hen Ernest. THE CANTER- 
BURY PUZZLES, AND OTHER CURIOUS 
PROBLEMS. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 38s. 6d. 


Dugmore, A. Radclyffe, F.R.G.S. CAMERA 
ADVENTURES IN THE AFRICAN WILDS. 
Being an account of a four months’ expedition 
in British East Africa, for the purpose of secur- 
ing photogrs. from life of the game. With map 
and reprod. of numerous photogrs. from life by 
the Author. Demy 4to. 30s. n. 


Bacvclopedia of Sport and Games, The. 

Edit. by the HARL OF SUFFOLK AND BERK- 
SHIRE. A New and Enlarged Edit. Col. 
Plates and Illus., Photogr. and Drawings. 


Vol. I. A—Cricket, over 500 Illus. Imp. 8yvo. 


Cloth. 10s. 6d.n. Leather. 14s. n. 
Vol. If. About 500 Ilius. Crocodile—Hound. 
breeding. Cloth. 10s. 6d. n. Leather. 
14s. n. 
Vol. IT, About 500 Illus. Hunting—Racing. 
Cloth. 10s. 6d. n. Leather. 14s. n. 


Foster, R. F. FOSTER’S COMPLETE HOYLE. 
An Encyclopedia of Games, including all the 
indoor games played at the present day. With 
suggestions for good play, all the official laws, 
illustrative hands and a brief statement of the 
doctrine of chances as applied to games. Cr. 
Svo. Illus. 8s. 6d. n. Cheap Edit. 6s. n. 


Kingsland, Mrs. Burton. THE BOOK OF 


INDOOR AND OUTDOOR GAMES: with 
Suggestions for Entertainments. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Knight, William, and Oliphant, T. T. 
STORIES OF GOLF, WITH RHYMES ON 
GOLF BY VARIOUS HANDS, ALSO 
SHAKESPEARE ON GOLF, ETC. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


Nicholson, William. AN ALMANAC OF 
TWELVE SPORTS. Words by RUDYARD 
KIPLING. Col. Plates. 4to. Boards, 2s. 6d. 
A few sets of the plates printed from the original 
wood blocks and hand-coloured by the artist in 
Portfolio. £21 n. 


Oswell, W. Edward. WILLIAM COTTON 
OSWELL, HUNTER AND EXPLORER. The 
Story of his Life. With Correspondence and 
Extracts from the private journal of David 
Livingstone. Introd. by FRANCIS GALTON. 
2 Vols. Demy Syo. Illus. Maps and Portraits. 

25s, n. 


Prichard H. Hesketh, F.Z.S. HUNTING 
CAMPS IN WOOD AND WILDERNESS. Fore- 
word by FREDERICK COURTNEY SELOUS. 
Illus. by Lapy HELEN GRAUAM, E. G. CALDWELL, 


and fr. Photogr. Cr. 4to. 15s. 2. 
Prichard, H. Hesketh. THROUGH TRACK- 
LESS LABRADOR. Cr. 4to. Illus. 15s. De 


Rainsford, W.S. THE LAND OF THE LION. 
Map and Illus. fr. Photogr. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. n. 


Vaile, P. A. MODERN LAWN TENNIS. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 6s. ne 
Ware, Francis M. DRIVING. Roy. 8yo. 
Illus, 36s. n. 


Warner, P. F. CRICKET IN MANY CLIMES. 
72 Illus. fr. Photogr. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. Pop. 


Edit. 3s. 6d. Boards. 2s. 6d. 
Watts, Mrs. Roger. THE FINE ART OF 
JUJUTSU. 141 Action Photogr. by G. W. 


Betpam. Small 4to. 6s. 1. 


THEOLOGY. 


Cunninghame-Grahkam, R. B. A VANISHED 
ARCADIA: being some Account of the Jesuits 
in Paraguay, 1607 to 1767. Demy S8yo. Map. 9s. 


Free, Richard. SEVEN YEARS’ HARD. 
(Mission Work in the Isle of Dogs.) Cr. 8vo. 


5s. ne 

Guyau, Marie Jean. THE NON-RELIGION 
OF THE FUTURE. A Sociological Study. 
Demy Syo. Liss Bs 


Magee Rev. Thomas. LOYOLA AND THE 
EDUCATIONAL SYSTEM OF THE JESUITS. 


Cr. Svo. 5s. 
Reinach, Salomon. ORPHEUS. A General 
History of Religions. Demy 8vo. 8s. 6d. ne 


Underhill, Evelyn. THE MIRACLES OF 
OUR LADY SAINT MARY. Brought out of 
divers tongues and newly set forth in English. 
Cr. Syo, 3s. 6d. D. 


TRAVEL AND TOPOGRAPHY. 


Armstrong, William N. AROUND THE 
WORLD WITH A KING. (Kalakaua, King 
of the Hawaiian Islands.) Crown 8yo. Illus. 

7s. 6d. n, 

Bell, Gertrude Lowthian. AMURATH TO 
AMURATH. Illus, Demy 8yvo. 16s. n. 

Bell, 


Gertrude Lowthian. SYRIA: THE 
DESERT AND THE SOWN. Demy 8yo. Illus. 
6s. n. 


Clowes, E.M. ON THE WALLABY. 6s. n. 


Collins, W. W. CATHEDRAL CITIES OF 
ITALY. 56 Col. Plates. Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


Collins, W. W. CATHEDRAL CITIES OF 
SPAIN, 60 Col. Plates. Demy Svo. 16s. n. 


Colqukoun, Archibald R. DAN TO BEER- 
SHEBA. Work and Trayel in Four Continents. 
Demy Svo. Portrait. 8s. 6d. n. 

De Guerville, A. B. NEW EGYPT. Demy 8yo. 

llus. 10s. n. | 


Dicey, Edward. THE EGYPT OF THE 
FUTURE. Cr. 8yo. 8s. 6d. ne 
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{ Dugmore, A. Radclyffe, F.R.G.S. CAMERA 
ADVENTURES IN THE AFRICAN WILDS. 
Being an account of a four months’ expedition 
in British East Africa, for the purpose of secur- 

| ing photographs from life of the game. With 

map and reproductions ofnumerous photographs 

from life by the Author. Demy 4to. 80s. n. 


Edwards, A. Herbage. KAKEMONO: 
JAPANESE SKETC Si Cr. 8yo. «7s. 6d. 


Everybody’s Paris. A DICTIONARY OF 
OBJECTS OF INTEREST IN THE CAPITAL. 
New and Cheaper Edit. Cr. Svo. 2s. n. 


c Paper, ls. n. 
( Gerrare, Wirt. GREATER RUSSIA: THE 
CONTINENTAL EMPIRE OF THE OLD 


WORLD. New and cheaper edit. 
Illus. and map. 


Gilbert, George. CATHEDRAL CITIES OF 
ENGLAND. 60 Col, Plates by W. W. CoLiins. 
Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 


liamilton, Angus. KOREA. With a newly- 
prepared map and numerous illus. Demy 8yo. 
: lis, n. 


Demy 8vo. 
10s. 


Hare, Augustus J. C., and pad eyo 


Clair. THE CITIES OF SOUTHERN ITALY. 
Ed. by ST. CLAIR BADDELEY. Illustrated. 
Feap. 8vo. 5s. 1. 


Hare, Augustus J. C., and Baddeley, St. 
Clair. SICILY. With Map, Plans, and 36 
Illus. Feap 8vo. 8s. 


Hinde, Sidney Langferd and Hildegarde. 
THE LAST OF THE MASAI. 4to. Illus, 15s. n. 


Holstein, Alexandra de, and Montefiore, 
Dora B. SERF LIFE IN RUSSIA. The 
Childhood of a Russian Grandmother. Cr. ore 

8s. 6d. 


Humiéres, Vicomte Robert d’. THROUGH 
ISLE AND EMPIRE. Transl. by ALEXANDER 
TEIXEIRA DE MATTOS. Prefatory Letter by 
RUDYARD KIPLING. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


James, Henry. ENGLISH TOURS. 92 Illus. 


by JoserH PENNELL. Pott 4to. 10s. n. 
James, Henry. ITALIAN HOURS. Illus. by 
JOSEPH PENNELL. Cr. 4to. 26s. n. 


James, Henry. A LITTLE TOUR IN 
FRANCE. 94 Illus. by JosEPH PENNELL. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Landor, A. Henry Savage. COREA, OR 
CHOSEN, THE LAND OF THE MORNING 
CALM. Demy 8vo. Illus. 18s. 

Lander, A. Henry Savage. IN THE FOR 


BIDDEN LAND. An account of a journ*y in 
Tibet. Pop. edit. Cr. Svo. Illus. So. dd. 


Little, Archibald John. MOUNT OMI AND 
BEYOND. A Record of Travel on the Thibetan 
Border. Demy 8yo. Map and Illus. 10s. n. 


Marshall, and Herbert Hester. CATHEDRAL 
CITIES OF FRANCE. 60 Col. Plates by 
Uersert MarsHaLi, Demy S8yo. 16s. D. 


Maugham, William Somerset. THE LAND 
OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN, Sketches and 
- Impressions in Andalusia. Demy 8vo. 6s. n. 


Migeon, Gaston. IN JAPAN. Pilgrimages 
te the’ Shrines of Art. Transl, by FLORENCE 
SIMMONDS. Cr. 8yvo, MUlus, Gs. 1. 


Moore, Mabel. DAYS IN HELLAS. With 
numerous Illus. and Col. Frontispiece. Cr. Svo. 
6s. n. 


Nansen, Fridtjof. IN NORTHERN MISTS. 
Numerous Illus. and Col. Frontispieces. 2 vols. 
Cr. 4to 80s. n. 


Noble, Margaret E. (Sister Nivedita). THE 
WEB OF INDIAN LIFE. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. n. 


ALL THE RUSSIAS. 
Demy 8vo. {fllus. and 
Mups. 18s. n. 


Olufsen, O. THE EMIR OF BOKHARA AND 
HIS COUNTRY. Journeys and Studies in 
Bokhara. About 250 illus. and Map of the 
Emirate of Bokhara. RoyalSvo. Cloth, 21s. n. 


Olufsen, O. THROUGH THE UNKNOWN 
PAMIRS. The Second Danish Pamir Expe- 
dition, 1898-99. Demy §&vo. Maps and Illus. 

15s. n. 


Oswell, W. Edward. WILLIAM COTTON 
OSWELL, HUNTER AND EXPLORER. The 
Story of his Life. With Correspondence and 
Extracts from the private journal of David 
Livingstone. Introd. by FRANCIS GALTON. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo. Illus. Maps and Portraits. 

25s, n. 


Paine, Raiph B. THE COOK OF BURIED 
TREASURE. Cr. 8vo. 10s. n. 


Prichard, H. Hesketh, F.Z.S. HUNTING 
CAMPS IN WOOD AND WILDERNESS. 
Foreword by FREDERICK COURTNEY 
SELOUS. Illus. by Lapy HELEN GRAHAM, 
E. G. CALDWELL, and fr. Photogr. Crown 4to. 

15s. n. 

Prichard, H. Hesketh. THROUGH TRACK- 

LESS LABRADOR. Cr. 4to. lds. n. 


Rainsford, W. S. THE LAND OF THE 
LION. Map and Illus. from Photogr. Demy Svo. 


Norman, Sir Henry, 
Travels and Studies. 


12s, 6d. n. 
Ralli, Augustus, CHRISTIANS AT MECCA. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 5s. 1. 


Rawnsley, Hardwicke D. NOTES FOR THE 
NILE, together with a metrical rendering of 
the Hymns of Ancient Egypt and of the Pre- 
cepts of Ptah-Hotep (the Oldest Book in the 
World). Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


Serao, Matilde. IN THE COUNTRY OF 
JESUS. Transl. by RICHARD DAVEY, Cr. 
Svo. Illus. 6s. 


Shackleton, Sir E. H., C.V.0. THE HEART 
OF THE ANTARCTIC. Being a Story of the 
British Antarctic Expedition, 1997-1909. Introd. 
by HUGH ROBERT MILL, D.S.0. An Account 
of the first journey to the South Magnetic Pole. 
By PROFESSOR T. W. EDGEWORTH DAVID, 
F.R.S. 2 Vols. Crown 4to. Illus. Maps, and 
Portraits. 36s. n. Edit. de Luxe. With Auto- 
graphs, special Contributions, etched plates, 
and pastel portraits. £10 10s. n. New and 
Revised Edit. With Col. Illus., and Black and 
White. Cr. 8vo. 6s. ne 


Shackleton in the Antarctic. (JIero Readers.) 
Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 


Talbot, Frederick A. THE RAILWAY CON- 
QUEST OF THE WORLD. Demy &vo. 6s. 


Thomson, Basil. THE IFIJIANS. A Study 
of the Decay of Custom. Demy $&yo. Illus. 
10s, ne 
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Tyndale, Walter. BELOW THE CATARACTS. 


60 Col. Plates. Demy 8vo. 16s. n. 
Ular, Alexander. RUSSIA FROM WITHIN. 
Demy 8vo. 8s. 6d. n. 


Vassal, Gabrielle M. ON AND OFF DUTY IN 
ANNAM. Numerous Illus. fr. Photogr. taken 
by the Author. Demy 8vo. 10s. n. 


Vivienne, May. TRAVELS IN WESTERN 
AUSTRALIA. Being a Description of the 
various Cities and Towns, Goldtields, and Agri- 
cultural Districts of that State. Demy Svo. 
Tllus. 6s. 


Ward, Herbert. A VOICE FROM THE CONGO. 
Comprising Stories, Anecdotes, and Descriptive 
Notes. Illus. fr. Photogr., Sculpture, and 
Drawings by the Author. Demy 8yo. 16s. n. 


Wharton, Anne Hollingsworth. AN ENG- 
LISH HONEYMOON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 1. 


Williams, Leonard. GRANADA: MEMORIES, 
ADVENTURES, STUDIES, AND IMPRES- 


SIONS. Cr. 8vo. Illus. 7s. 6d. n. 

Zangwill, Israel. ITALIAN FANTASIES. 

Col. Frontispiece. Demy 8vo. 8s. 6d. n. 
SERIES. 


ARS UNA: SPECIES MILLE. 
ee ions 
(About 600 pages, 600 Illus. and Col. Plates.) 
Cr, 8vo, Each Vol. 6s, n. 


Armstrong, Sir Walter. 
BRITAIN AND IRELAND. 
Hourticq, [Louis. ART IN FRANCE. 


Ricci, Corrado. ART IN NORTHERN ITALY. 


ART IN GREAT 


CONTEMPORARY MEN OF LETTERS. 
ce 
Fcap. 8vo. Hach Vol. 1s. 6d. n, 


Boynton, Henry W. BRET HARTER. 


Brandes, George. ANATOLE FRANCO. 
Greenslet, Ferris. WALTER PATER, 


Krans, Horatio Sheafe. WILLIAM BUTLER 
YEATS AND THE IRISH LITELARY 
REVIVAL. 


Woodberry, George Edward. SWINBURNE. 
1 


DAINTY NATURE SERIES. 
———— 


Cr. 4to. Illus. Each Vol. 5s, n. 

Blanchan, Neltje. HOW TO ATTRACT THE 
BIRDS, AND OTHER TALKS ABOUT BIRD 
NEIGHBOURS. 


Job, Herbert K. AMONG THE WATER- 
FOWL : OBSERVATION, ADVENTURE, 
PHOTOGRAPHY. A popular narrative account 
of the water-fowl as found in the Northern and 
Middle States and Lower Canada, Hast of the 
Rocky Mountains. 


Miller, Mary Rogers. THE BROOK BOOK. 
A First Acquaintance with the Brook and its 
Inhabitants through the Changing Year. 


Weed, Clarence Moores. NATURE BIO- 
GRAPHIES : The Lives of some Everyday 
Butterflies, Moths, Grasshoppers and Flies, 
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GARDEN_LIBRARY. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. Each Vol. 2s. 6d. n. 


Conard, Henry S., and Hus, Henri. WATER- 
LILIES, AND HOW TO GROW THEM. With 
Chapters on the making of ponds and the use 
of accessory plants. 


Kirby, A.M. DAFFODILS, NARCISSUS, and 


how to grow them as hardy plants and for cut 


flowers, with a guide to the best varieties. 
Roses, and How to Grow Them. A Manual 


4 


for growing Roses in the Garden and under — 


Glass. 
Woolson, G. A. FERNS AND HOW TO GROW 
THEM. 


GREAT EDUCATORS. 
Each vol. 5s, n. 


Bowen, H. Courthope. FROEBEL AND 
EDUCATION BY SELF-ACTIVITY. 


Compayré, Gabriel. ABELARD AND THE 
ORIGIN AND EARLY HISTORY OF UNIVER- 
SITIBS. 


Davidson, Thomas. ARISTOTLE AND 
ANCIENT EDUCATIONAL IDEALS. 


Davidson, Thomas. ROUSSEAU AND 
EDUCATION ACCORDING TO NATURE. 


De Garmo, Charles. HERBART AND THE 
HERBARTIANS. 


Fitch, Sir Joshua. THOMAS AND MATTHEW 
ARNOLD AND THEIR INFLUENCE ON 
ENGLISH EDUCATION. 


Hinsdale, B. A. HORACE MANN AND THE 
COMMON SCHOOL REVIVAL IN THE 
UNITED STATES. 


Hughes, Rev. Thomas. LOYOLA AND THE 
EDUCATIONAL SYSTEM OF THE JESUITS. 


Pinloche, A. PESTALOZZI AND THE 
FOUNDATION OF THE MODERN ELEMEN- 
TARY SCHOOL. 


West, Andrew Fleming. ALCUIN AND THE 
RISE OF THE CHRISTIAN SCHOOLS. 


GREAT _ ENGRAVERS. 
————— 


Ed. by ARTHUR M. HIND. 
Each vol, 2s. 6d. n, 


Cr. 8vo. 


. Svo. 
(1) DURER. 
(2) VAN DYOR. 
(3) WATTEAU, BOUCHER, 
(4) SMITH, JOHN RAPHAEL, 
(5) GOYA. 
(6) MANTEGNA. 


GREAT _ LIVES AND EVENTS. 
ey 


Demy 8vo. Each vol. 6s. 
a 
Behrs, C. A. RECOLLECTIONS OF COUNT 
LEO TOLSTOY. Together with a Letter to 
the Women of France on “The Kreutzer 
Sonata.’ Transl. by ©. E. TURNER. 


Gaulot, Paul. A FRIEND OF THE QUEEN 
(MARIE ANTOINETTE—COUNT FERSEN), 
Fr. French by MRS. CASHEL HOEY. 


Gosse, Edmund. THE NATURALIST OF 
THE SEA-SHORE. The Life of Philip Henry 
Gosse. By HIS SON, 
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iHeine, Heinrich, THE FAMILY LIFE OF 
HEINRICH HEINE. Illus. by 122 hitherto 
unpublished letters. Ed. by BARON LUDWIG 

. VON EMBDEN, and Transl. by CHARLES 
GODFREY LELAND. 


ds iderics NAPOLEON AND THE 


(Masson, 
FAIR 8 


| Waliszewski, K. MARYSIENKA. Marie de 
La Grange D’Arquien, Queen of Poland, and 
wife of Sobieski. 1641-1716. Transl. by LADY 
MARY LOYD. 


| Waliszewski, K. THE ROMANCE OF AN 
EMPRESS. (Catherine II. of Russia.) 


| HEINEMANN’S FAVOURITE CLASSICS. 


|Fcap. 8vo. Photograv. 6d. n. ; leather ls. n. 

‘Addison, Joseph. SELECTED ESSAYS. 
Introd. by AUSTIN DOBSON. 

Arnold, Matthew. SELECTED POEMS. 


Introd. by ARTHUR WAUGH. 2 vols. 
Bronté, Emily. POEMS. Introd. by ARTHUR 
SYMONS. 


Browning, Robert. PIPPA PASSES. Introd. 
by ARTHUR SYMONS. 


Coleridge, Samuel Taylor. THE POEMS 
OF 8. T. COLERIDGE. Introd. by ERNEST 
HARTLEY COLERIDGE. 


Dickens, Charles. A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 
Introd. by HALL CAINE. 


Dickens, Charles. THE CRICKET ON THE 
HEARTH. Introd. by HALL CAINE. 


Goldsmith, Oliver. THE TRAVELLER AND 
THE DESERTED VILLAGE. Introd. by 
T. CARTWRIGHT. 


Lamb, Charles. THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. 
Introd. by ARTHUR WAUGH. 2 vols. 

Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth, EVANGE- 

_ LINE. Introd. by WALTER JERROLD. 

Macaulay, Lord. THE LAYS OF ANCIENT 
ROME. Introd. by the REV. HAROLD B. 
RYLEY. 

Milton, John. SHORTER POEMS. 
by T. CARTWRIGHT. 

Omar Khayyam. RUBAIYAT. Rendered into 
English verse by EDWARD FITZGERALD. 
Introd. by CLEMENT K. SHORTER. 

Poe, Edgar Allan. LYRICAL POEMS. 
Introd. by ARTHUR SYMONS. 

Ruskin, John. SESAME AND LILIES. 
Introd. by 7. CARTWRIGHT. 

Scott, Sir Walter. THE LADY OF THE 
LAKE. Introd. by J. H. LOBBAN. 

Shakespeare, William. THE WORKS OF 
SHAKESPEARE. Introd. by GHORGH 
BRANDES. 40 vols. (See Shakespeare, wnder 
* Drama.’’) 

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley. THE PLAYS 
OF R. B. SHERIDAN. Introd. by EDMUND 
GOSSE. 


THE CRITIC. 
THE RIVALS. 
THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, 


Introd. 


Qo7 


a ctaces 


Introd, 


Tennyson, Alfred, Lord. POEMS. 


by ARTHUR WAUGH. 

EARLY POEMS. 

THE PRINCESS. . 

ENGLISH IDYLLS AND OTHER POEMS. 
IN MEMORIAM. 

MAUD AND OTHER POEMS. 

IDYLLS OF THE KING. 2 vols, 
NOVELS. 


1s. n. 


ONE SHILLING NET 


Cr. 8vo. Illus, Wrapper. 


Abbott, Eleanor Hallowell. MOLLY MAKE- 


BELIEVE. 


Conrad, Joseph. 
NARCISSUS. 


THE NIGGER OF THE 


Crane, Stephen. THE RED BADGE OF 
COURAGE. Episode of the American Civil War. 


Danby, Frank. BACCARAT. 


Dudeney, Mrs. Henry E. THE MATERNITY 
OF HARRIOTT WICKEN. 


Galsworthy, John. THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 
fibhe, Philip. THE STREET OF ADVEN- 
7 


Hutten, Baroness von. OUR LADY OF 


THE BEECHES. 
Hutten, Baroness von. PAM. A Novel. 
Hatten: Baroness von. WHAT BECAME OF 
PAM. 


Lendon, Jack. THE SEA-WOLF. 
McCarthy, Justin Huntly. IF I WERE 
KING. 


Marcia in Germany. AN INDISCREET 


CHRONICLE. 


Parker, Sir Gilbert. THE WEAVERS. (A 
Tale of England and Egypt of Fifty Years Ago.) 


Price, F. C. LORD KENTWELL'S LOVE 
AFFAIR. 


Robins, Elizabeth (C. E. Raimond). 
MAGNETIC NORTH. 


Stacpoole, Henry de Vere. TOTO. 
Wells, H. G. THE TIME MACHINE. 


THE 


SCIENTIFIC HAND-BOOKS. 
Cr. 8vo. Illus. 


Brown, Walter Lee. MANUAL OF ASSAY- 
ING GOLD, SILVER, COPPER, AND LEAD 
ORES. Revised, corrected, and enlarged, and 
with a chapter on the Assaying of Fuels, by 
A. B. GRIFFITHS. 7s. Ode 


Gore, F. Howard. GEODESY. 5Se 
aoe A. B. A MANUAL OF BACTERI- 
O Be 


GY. 5s. 


Kimball, Arthur L. THE PHYSICAL 
PROPERTIES OF GASES. 5S. 


Thurston, Robert H. HEAT AS A FORM 
OF ENERGY. 5S. 


\ 
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ILLUSTRATED CAMEOS, OF 
LITERATURE. 
Eath vol. 1s. 6d. n. 


lémo. flus. 


RICHARD WAGNER 
ransl by JESSIE HAYNES. 


A iicce Fritz. ARISTOTLE. Transl. by 
CHARLES D, GORDON. 


Ostwald, Hans. MAXIM GORKI. 
FRANCES A. WELBY. 


ae RAO ELS 
AS 


Transl. by 


LAUREL CROWNED LETTERS. 


Cr. 8vo. Each vol. 1s. 6d. n. 


Chesterfield, Earl of. THE BEST LETTERS 
OF LORD CHESTERFIELD. Letters to his 
Son and Letters to his Godson. By PHILIP 
DORMER STANHOPE, EARL OF CHESTER- 
FIELD. “Edit. Introd. by EDWARD GILPIN 
JOHNSON. 


Cowper, William. THE BEST LETTERS OF 
WILLIAM COWPER. Edit. with an Introd. 
by ANNA B. McMAHAN. 


Lamb, Charles. THE BEST LETTERS OF 
CHARLES LAMB. Edit. with Introd. by 
EDWARD GILPIN JOHNSON. 


Montagu, Lady Mary Wortley. THE BEST 
LETTERS OF LADY MARY WORTLEY 
MONTAGU. Edit. with a Dedicatory Letter 
to Lady Montagu by OCTAVE THANET, 

Sévigné, Mdme. de. THE BEST LETTERS 
OF MADAME DE SYVIGNE. Edit. with 
Introd. by WDIVARD PLAYFAIN ANDERSON. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe. THE BEST LET- 
TER OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 
Edit. by SHIRLEY CARTER HUGHSON, 

Walpole, Horace. THE BEST LETTERS OF 


HORACE WALPOLE. Edit. with Introd. by 
ANNA B, McMAHAN. 


LITERATURES OF THE WORLD. 


Large Cr. 8vo, Each yol. 63. 


Aston, W. G. 
LITERATURE, 


Dowden, Edward, A HISTORY OF FRENCH 
LITERATURE, 


A HISTORY OF JAPANESE 
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, James. A HISTORY OF 
ATURE. 2 


Garnett, Richatd. A HISTORY OF ITALIAN 
LITERATURE, 


Giles, Herbert. 
LITERATURE, 


Gosse, Edmund. A SHORT HISTORY OF 
MODERN ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


A HISTORY OF ARABIC 


Fitzmaurice=-Kell 
SPANISH LITE 


A HISTORY OF CHINESE 


Huart, Clément. 
LITERATURE. 


Lutzow, Francis (Count). A HISTORY OF 
BOHEMIAN LITERATURE. 


Macdonell, Arthur A. A HISTORY OF 
SANSKRIT LITERATURE. 


Murray, Gilbert. A HISTORY OF ANCIENT 
GREEK LILERATURE. 


Riedi, Frederick. A HISTORY OF HUN: 
GARIAN LITERATURE. 


Thomas, Calvin. A HISTORY OF GERMAN 


LITERATURE, 


Trent, William P. A HISTORY OF AMERI- 
CAN LITERATURE. 


Waliszewski, K. A HISTORY OF RUSSIAN 
LITERATURE, 


THE MODERN CRIMINAL SCIENCE 
SERIES. Demy 8yo. 


I. MODERN THEORIES OF CRIMINALITY, 


By CG. BERNALDO DE QUIROS. 14s. n. 
II. CRIMINAL PSYCHOLOGY. By HANS 
GROSS. i7s. n. 
Ill. CRIME: ITS CAUSES AND REMEDIES. 
By CESARE LOMBROSO. 16s. ns 
Ivy. CRIMINAL SOCIOLOGY. By ENRICO 
FERRI. 20s. De 
MAGAZINES, 


North American Review. Edit. by GZORGH 
HARVEY, Published monthly, ls. mh 


The World’s Work. An Illustrated Magazino 
of National Efficiency and Social Progress. 


Cr. 4to. Published monthly. ls. n. 
Vol. IL—XVIII, Dec., 1902, to Dec., 1911. 
7s. 6d. pn. each. Binding Cases 1s. 6d. ne 
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